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THE BEST Lire ann Enpowmenr Poticies, as wet, As AccipENT Po icles, 
IN THE MarkeET ARE IssuED BY 














THE 


LARGEST ACCIDENT COMPANY IN THE WORLD. 





HOME OFFICE 


Larger than All Others in America together; also, a Leading Life Company. 
ASSETS - - $10,992,000. SURPLUS - - $2,248,000. PAID POLICY-HOLDERS OVER $16,500,000. 
JAS. G. BATTERSON, President. RODNEY DENNIS, Secretary. JOHN E. MORRIS, Assistant Secretary. 
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The Highest Award 


- GOLD MEDAL 


AT THE 


PARIS EXPOSITION 


SS Ne 


WAS SECURED BY THE 


Remington 


Standard Typewriter, 


WHICH HAS BEEN FOR 


Fifteen Years the Standard, 





OL RIT TIT DIS SARL SE SOR, Fair — ae t due — -— oJ ~~ first — _ promo 
AND EMBRACES THE LATEST AND HIGHEST ACHIEVEMENTS Light of my household heaven! For, had she been inventive, 
Say, why is all thy hair She’d known that 
OF INVENTIVE SKILL. Vanished at thirty-seven? Packer’s good Tar Soap 


Is baldness’s sure preventive. 


WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT Price 25 Cents per Cake. For Sale by All Druggists. 


wrncastaie rea For Sample, mention “PUCK,” and send 4 stamps to 


327 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 











THE PACKER M'F’G. CO., 100) Fulton St., New York. 









FINE TAILORING. 


$20 for Suit to Order, 


SUITABLE FOR FINE DRESS WEAR. 


$18 for Overcoat to Order, $5 for Trousers to Order, 


SUITABLE FOR FINE DRESS WEAR. SUITABLE FOR FINE DRESS WEAR 

























The variety of fabrics from which a 
selection can be made number well into 
the thousands, and every piece of goods 
is warranted to give perfect satisfaction. 

The trimmings used in these gar- 
ments are warranted to wear for one 





Miss AraBe. — Where did you get that ?— year without a break. 
Mr. Stites. — Oh, for heaven’s sake, Miss Arabel, cs 3 
don’t you see that I’m not wearing a hat? We make especial mention of our 
Miss A.—Why don’t you let me finish? Where 
did you get that lovely Dress Suit ? : > ~ Mac ca 
use RBC pvely Dress Suittht to know! at Cutting Department as being second to 


ARNHEIM’S, of course. 


none in the world. Our workrooms 
are under our personal supervision, and have the most careful attention. 

We combine style, comfort, and elegance with superior finish. 

A friend and customer will be the result if once a trial is given. 

Our written guarantee is handed to every customer, whether asked for 
or not, warranting our garments in every particular for one year. 

Samples, fashion review, tape measure, and our simple guide for self- 
measurement mailed free on application. 


ARNHEIM'S 


A.— My dear boy, I''m glad to see you! Let me tell you all 
| MAMMOTH TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT eg Me aa, 
H a Bb. — Never mind, dear fell ; as to styles | depend on my tailor ; 
and as he sells for Cash only, | can get three suits for the price 
you pay for one, and get them just as good 


BOWERY and SPRING ST., NEW YORK. . ito“ 
rT 9 f® HARTMANN BROTHERS 
BUILT FOR BUSINESS.”| gg msetuANN Brom 
THE ONLY PRACTICAL 































225 BOWERY, NEW YORK CITY. 


Manufacturers of 
THE HIGHEST CLASS OF 


Musical Instruments 
Guitars, 
Mandolins, _ 
Zithers, 
Violins, &c., 


and best grades of strings. 


Beery instrument weveuatal. GOOD GROOMING 


Prompt attention, reasonable prices 1 has done more to preserve a pretty 
Illustrated Catalogues face, and win a race, than any 
Sent Free on Application. | known thing. 


“ PUCK’S OPPER BOOK,” Price, 30 Cents. A lady ay ta Pe You ought to let the ladies know that the 
‘immretwrrress; eaipenemmnne 8 ORIN Se REE 


use of your ‘ Rubl rushes’ several times a day wll wivify the 


\ { ay — a | ey 
complexion, smooth t the wrinkles, a nd prea nt the flesh SJrem 
LAREDO | EXAS shrinking by producing plumpness / know of a number who 
5 e are using them with the most gratifying results.” 
De r r 7 x _— sry 
THE IDEAL WINTER RESORT. PRICE LIST. 
LAREDO possesses an excellent climate for invalids and Bailey’ Rubbe r Bath and Flesh Brush soe o 08.59 
consumptives. Bailey : Poite t Brush oSe0006 esee 25 
e The City is situated 60 feet above the Rio Grande River, and bailey a Hand Brush (size 3%1'4 in.)....... 50 


. L ed eager . , 
600 feet above sea level, only few hours ride by rail from the sailey Blacking Dauber . wocese oS 


s 
‘s 
*s 
afte pte ; , 7, . sailey’s as ink and Pencil Evaser .......<000 25 
Mexic2n Gulf, and near famous hot springs of Topo Chico, Mon- -# 4 : 5 
s L A BLE terey, Mexico. Jailey's se Tooth Brush, No. 1........ 25 
’ 5 . ¥ Bailey’s oe ‘Tooth Brush, No, 2..... .. , 
- ". 
"s 


~~ 





























_ The South-east Gulf breeze which prevails throughout the year , = +35 
is dry, balmy and invigorating. No swampy or marshy land with- Bailey Shampoo Brush......++-0+++++00++ +75 


World Writes in hundreds of miles. No malaria or infectious diseases exist. Bailey “Teething Ring......-....++. paid 
77 Fruits, including the grape, fig, banana and orange thrive to per- Send us a postal note, and we will forward any of the above, 





H fection in the open air all the year ‘round. Ice and snow are un- §| prepaid, upon receipt of price. For sale by all dealers in Toilet 
Typewriter Characters. kaos LAREDO has excellent hotel accommodations, electric J} Goods. 
4 ights, water works, electric motor street railways, and all other 
Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Depart., Pope Mra. Co., modern conveniences, good public arid private schools, and C. J. BAILEY & Co., 


churches-o* all the leading denominations. 
LAREDO is growing rapidly, and is now the ‘argest port of 


745 
A a entry and export on the Mexican frontier. Imports and exports 
WHEAT YOHN Ce weer R SAYS: e for October over $1,000,000. Laredo has inexhaustible coal mines ° 
best I have used for a long time. Indeed, I think in operation, abundance of raw materials, ample water power, en ou | own 
aay they are a great improvement upon any now in plenty of cheap labor and first-class market. City offers land x _ 
ma the market, and every writer who uses them will, within city limits valued at $100,000 as donations to manufactur- your suspenders draw the trousers so tight as to be uncomfortable, 


Makers of Columbia Cycles, Boston, New York, Chicago. 132 PEARL ST., BOSTON, MASS, 
‘ cS ST., ‘ N, ‘ 


























like myself, heartily thank thee for them. ing enterprises. The rapid development of the territory tributary | While the stretching over the Knees causes them to bag and pull 

pe es ay G. Whittier.” on LAREDO, ee a ‘te ten business with the Republic of wy. out of shape. Sc ientific suspenders carry the trousers from 

: D Mexico offers splendid opportunities to Merchants, Manufac- J the pivotal point ~Aiese the side —- and are as comfortable as 

: THE TADELLA Aliex™ PENS turers, Professional men, etc., to engage in business enterprises | 2" 0!d shoe, with less about them than ordinary suspenders, They 

\ Bend us bis business card and 10 cts. for samples of 12 at LAREDO. Address, ate, — open —— aces ye ro their . ork ogy? 
styles. , , — a and don't pu 1e life out of your shoulders or trousers. ‘ 

Das belt. Gan. o aaeen cones THE LAREDO IMPROVEMENT COMPANY, prepaid to any address. 778 

* ©O.. NEW YORK CITY. Mention thie Paver. 742 LAREDO, TEXAS. Scientific Suspender Co., Causeway, Boston, Mass. 
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“2 ‘Ten Pounds} 
In Two Weeks 
Think of it! @ | 


As a A 
FLESH PRODUCER %“ 


there can be no 
question but that 
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Pure Cod Liver Oil 


Hypophosphites 


Of Lime and Soda 


is without a rival. Many have gained a pound a day by 
the use of it. It cures 


CONSUMPTION, | | 
VA} SCROFULA, BRONCHITIS, COUGHS AND COLDS, AND ALL 
“Gf, FORMS OF WASTING DISEASES. AS PALATABLE AS MILK. 


a ) Be sure you get the genuine as there are poor imitations. 
Wan. \Y . 
~~ YRAS 
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HATEVER HIS VIRTUES may have been, 
would Little Tim Mulligan with cropped 
hair ever have achieved the popularity of Lz¢t/e | 
Lord Fauntleroy ? 


The Kodak Camera 


“« You press the button. 


|? 18 A FOUL BLow to strike below the belt, 

Mr. Boxe, except in the case of those 

skinflints who “can only be hurt through their | 
pockets,” 





«¢ A COUNTER IRRITANT 
girl. 


~ A fact. A Baltimore parrot has} been taught t to say: 
**Take Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup 

Salvation Oil is a genuine ¢ preparation for the cure 
of all pain. Nothing like it. 


sot he calling tease tk to.see Mr. Grant. = 


AT A DISCOUNT. 
Should you wish to save money when buying books, call on or | 
write to F, EK. Grant, bookseller, 7 W. 42d St., New York. Special 
offer slips sent for five-cent stamp. A collection of catalogues | 


”*—A Saucy Shop- 





woe do the rest. 


OR YOU CAN DO IT YOURSELF. 


The only camera that anybody 
can use without instructions. As 
convenient to carry as an ordinary 


field glass World-wide success. 


The Kodak 1s for sale by all Photo stock dealers. 
Send for the Primer, free. 
The Eastman Dry Plate & Film Co. 


ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


sent for ten cent stamp. Any one buying books to the amount 
of Four Dollars will be givem a copy of “ All Around the | 
Year’’ calendar for 18go, printed in Sepia tints on Ivory card- 
board, with ring, chain and tassel, silver or gold edge, in a box. 
A call is solicited. Mention this advertisement. 738 


Sgt Loe HOLDER | 





Srump " aecongne 
WHICH IS ABSORBED BY THE 
MMAS TREE, THEREBY = G 
WT GREEN FoR WEEKS PR 
— is am DRorrina oF Werues, 
FESUARD AGAINST T. 


AGeNnts WANTED, 


Fine ca ‘= ry veEO odie ane 
marca oy on Typenres equane: 





Price, $25.00 — Loaded for 100 Pictures. 
! ss Re-loading, $2.00. 











Entertain! = Improved Vil and 
Teach! z Lime Light 

AND Earn B AMasie 

Money ! Lanterns. 


CONVICTION 


much-abused 


THAT THE NEGLECTED 


article called soup is almost necessary 


in the every-day bill-of-fare; that it is wholesome, econom- 
ical, and, when properly made. delicious, sent me (Marion 


Harland) in search of methods by which even the over- 


wrought mother “who does her own work” may set a 





Leas HEOTTS F3 
Pavers Rphv ce et ee 


ish REAM ct ig RO iB 











crease of expense and labor. 
and if you want to know how and all about it, send to us fg * fer 


article on soup-making, which appeared i 


Hlome-Maker—free, of course 


Green Turtle, Terra pin, Citchen, Consom- 
mé, Mullagatawny Turtle, Ox-Tail, 
Tomato, Chicken Gui “4 French Bouillon: 
Julienne. Pea. Printanier. Mutton Broth, 
Vegetable, Beef, Clam Broth. 

BE Send us 14 cents to help pay express and re- 
Ceive a sample can, your choice, 


The Franco-American Food 


ror Warren Street, New 






She found them at our establishment, 








BENEDICT’S TIME. 


* DIAMONDS and WATCHES * 


A SPECIALTY. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS. 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, CHAINS, 
RICH JEWELRY and SILVERWARE. 
‘*The Benedict” 


ls our patent sleeve and c i 4 Button, strong, durable, and easy to adjust. 
n gold and silver. 


BENEDICT BROTHERS, 





wisdom ?”’ 
Miss WasasH.— Divorce, of course. 


For Over Half a Century 


WHILE TEETHING, with PERFECT SUCCESS. 
PAIN, CURES WIND COLIC, 
» Keepersof the City Time, BENEDICT BUILDING. 


178 Broadway. Cor. Cortlandt St.. NEW YORK fe 


Be sure and ask for ‘‘ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup,’ 













afford the best and cheapest means of object teaching for 
Colleges, Schools and Sunday Schools. Our 
assortment of Views, illustrating art, science, history, re- 
igion and travel, is immense. For Home a J and Parlor Entertainment, etc., nothing can be 


toconduet Parlor Entertainments for pleasure, or Public Exhibitions, etc.,for MAK ING 
card (oaming this paper), and we will mail yor our 160 PAGE BOOK FREE 


McALLISTER, Manufact’g Optician, 49 Nassau St., New York Citys 


er - NO BRANCH ESTABLISHMENT, -@ | F EMISHES 
cm. ACI .BEEM the Wor 
aucomemeet Hair and Scalp, Eczema, 
Moles, Warts, Superfiuous Hair, Birthmar! 
Moth, Freckies, Wrinkles, Red Nose, 

. Veins,Oily Skin, Acne, Pimples, Blackheads, 
)) Barber's Itch, Scars, Pittings, Powder Mark: 
3 Bleaching, Facial Development, etc. Sen 
10 cts. for 1238-page book on all skin im- 
JouN and a treatment. 

a0 


\, le URY, Dermatolo: 
- oftanentenrie es 
NEW YORK. acdhot for solo ot all dramatists, of by malik GO cents 
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AND ALL KINDS OF CONFECTIONERY. 
IMPORTER OF 
FANCY BOXES AND FRUIT GLACES, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 7024 
No. 9 WOOSTER STREET, 


; 


good, nutritious soup on the table daily without serious in- 


a recent issue’ Nee é be 


ye 


6 


“Now, wHicH do you think the part of 


In TIMES OF PEACE prepare for war pensions. 


Mrs. Winstow’s SootninG Syrur has been used for over FIFTY 
YEARS by MILLIONS of MOTHERS for their CHILDREN | 


It 


SOOTHES the CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS all 
and is the best remedy for 
DIARRHEA. Sold by Druggists in every part of the world. 
* and take 


4 








y — eee “ema a oe arpa 
Jase open te aes se eS N 
$6 TO $50 EACH. 
SETS OF VIEWS WITH PRINTED LECTURES. LISTS FREE, 


J.B. COLT & CO., 


Patentees and Manufacturers, 


_ a 


16 BEEKMAN STREET, NEW YORK. 


| MERWIN, HULBERT & Co., 


PC $120 00 
PéR® pst. 








7 ESTARLISHED 1821. 732 | no other kind. ‘Twenty-five cents a bottle. 753 DO NOT BUY FLORI DA 
3 AND STEREOPTICONS 7 haa, Conny Groves, pipe aiphcnrge canara ytered Maps, or 
engage Winter board until you send stamp for full information to 


O. M. Crossy, 99 Franklin Street, New York 739 


CATE CCN WAMTEDeT one: 
ALL vl ivi L. 


3 found as instructive.or tainments, Public Exhibi- eto the : 
; lar Tilustret= pa apy FS Sete Gate Wo ore fon torre 
7, i ade. 1 t 
; bsg been “hay We EE nah wo f manufacturersin our line in the world, Libe — salary paid Sear 
fo! tising, ete rfull 

facturers and dealers, and ship to all parts of the world. Ifyou wish to know how to order, how tormecdiress, nae reente a “4 “chte au 0, il. or Cincinuati, O Jol 
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gi ligt PENS. 


: GOLD MEDAL, Paris EXPOSITION, 1889. — : 


<THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS, ~ 














spoil your 

Feet with 

Cheap 
Shoes.’ 


FECTION * fit, with free- 
dom from CORNS and all 
DISCOMFORT, you will 
never wear anything ex- 
cept THE BURT & 
PACKARD SHOE. 


Don’t permit any substitute 
for the “ poe Shape,” as we 
have arranged to supply any one 
in the United States who cannot 
get these goods of our agents, 
and prepay all delivery char<es, 
thus bringing them to your door 
without extra cost. 








Dont — WEAR THE 


URP& 


FACKARD 


See that EVERY PAIR is STAMPED 
THE BURT & PACKARD 


“«Korrect Shape.”’ 





TANEKL 














Tue Burt & Packarp “ Korrect Shape’ Shoes are made in four grades, and each grade, viz., Hand-made, Hand weit, Burtwelt 
and Machine Sewed, is stamped on the sole in addition to our trade-mark above, This trade-mark — showing the foot in a natural 
position within a shoe, and also thegwords “ Korrect Shape”’ is fully covered under the Patent laws, and we shall be glad of any 


information where dealers are making Use of either of these designs in the hope of deceiving the public. 
Our agents should carry all styles in Congvess, Button, and Bal for Gents, Boys and Youths. ; : ; 
Allinformation concerning our different styles, Kinds of stock, how to obtain these goods, etc., ete., forwarded by simply naming this 


publication, with your address in full. PACKARD & FIELD, (Successors to Burt & Packarb), Brockton, Mass. 
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5th CROP. 
25 Cents. 


PICKINGS FROM POGK 22s. 
What Will It Be? 


LADIKS--—— Try and decide what you are 
going to give your gentlemen friends for Holi- 





day Presents. - 
GENTLEMEN 
intend giving your lady friends for Holiday 


Try and decide what you 


Presents. 

What could prove more satisfactory than a 
selection from the following lines? (on each of 
which our prices are the lowest in America:) 


For Gentlemen- House Coats, Smoking 
Jackets, Lounging Coats, Dressing Gowns, Gloves, 
Scarfs, Silk Handkerchiefs, Umbrellas and Canes, 








hor Ladles Sealskin and Fur-Lined Gar- 
ments, Small Furs of every description, Wraps, 
Costumes, House Dresses, Tea Gowns, Theatre 
Waists, Jouvin Kid Gloves, Lace Handkerchiefs 
and Neckwear. 

Having made your selection, decide what sum 
you wish to expend, and send us money-order ac- 
cordingly. Should the article or articles not 
prove satisfactory, we will willingly make an 
exchange or refund the money. 


Simpson, Grawlord & Simpson 


Importers and Retailers of Staple & Fanev Drv Goods, 





6th Ave. and 19th St., New York. 


fe Will mait you rules to develop muscles of cheeks 
Pmand neck to make them plump and rosy, fully 
llustrated, for 50 Cents. 
ito develop every muscle of the limbs and body tor 
50 Cents additional, fe 
D. L. Pown, Scieniifie, Physical and Voeal Cul 
ture. 


D. L. Dowo’s HEALTH EXERCISER. 

FOR BRAIN-WOREKERS & SEDENTARY PEOPLE 
Gentlemen, Ladies, Youths; the Athlete or 
sj Invalid. 
up but 6in. square floor-room; new, scien- 
tific, durable, comprehensive, cheap. 
dorsed by —— 

mw) men, «ditors ando 
for ill’d circular, 40 eng’s; no charge. Prof. 
A}. L, Dowd, Scientific Physical and Vocal 
‘Culture, 9 East 14th st., New York. 


A complete gymnasium. Takes 
















In- 
ysieians, lawyers, Clergy- 


thers now using it. Send 


NNO 


FACIAL DEVELOPMENT. 


Also rules for Dumbbells 
fully illustrated. ?r fessor 


(Address, School No. 13, 9 East I4th Street, 
710* 



















{; JOHN FRIEDRICH & BRO., 


y VIOLIN MAKERS. 
Pr IMPORTERS .OF BOWS. ELEGANT CASES.& ITALIAN STRINGS 
Cooper Institute 


? gS: 
. 4, | 

~3@ Superior to all 

others in tone and Finish 

_ PROMINENT ARTISTS” 

bnghly recommend this Firm jar 

er Aristis Repairing o., 
For injarmatiog & Price:tisf address 








New York, 


TIFFANY & CO., 


UNION SQUARE - NEW YORK. 


Have received the _ following 
awards at the Exposition Univer- 
selle, at Paris, 1889. 


FOR SILVER WARE. 
THE CRAND PRIZE 


and to the Managing Director of 
their Manufactures of Silver, 


The Decoration of the Legion of Honor, 


FOR JEWELRY 


of Precious Metals, chased, carved, 
enameled, inlaid, mounted and 
filagreed, set with diamonds, 
pearls and precious stones, and for 
Diamond Cutting. 

GOLD MEDAL. 


For Precious and ornamental 
stones of North America in their 
natural state and cut, showing 
various forms of Cutting. 

GOLD MEDAL. 


For collection of Pearls with the 
species of shells in which they are 
found in the brooks, rivers and on 
the coasts of North America. 
GOLD MEDAL. 


For Fine Leather goods, Pocket 
Books, Note Books, Card, Cigar 
and Cigarette Cases, Porte-folios, 
Blotters, Pads and various articles 
for the library table richly mount- 
ed with gold and silver: [Ivory 
articles for the toilet and the li- 
brary table, richly carved and 
Mounted in Gold and Silver, chased, 
etched, enameled and inlaid. 


GOLD MEDAL, 


For Copper-plate Engraving and 


Printing. 

GOLD MEDAL, 
And Five Silver and Five Bronze 
Medals for Collaborators. 730 





5th Crop, Pickings from Puck, 25e. 











ORSEBA CK Ri Dl NG in allits branches taught 
by experienced teachers 
under the personal supervision of Herr Carl Antony 
at Antony & Runk’s Academy, Oth Ave. and 90th 
St., N. Y. Choice Saddle and Carriage horses for sale 
Call and examine, or write for circulars. Ogu* 





Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 
box of candy by express, prepatd, east 
of Denver or west of New York. Suit 
able for presents. Sample orders so 
licited. Address, 


Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
214 State St., Chicago. 
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A SPLENDID 
IN THE ‘**400” AND OUT 


€HARLES JAY TAYLOR, 
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ONE DOLLAR. 


PUCK’S LIBRARY 


An Illustrated Humorous Magazine, 


Published on the 15th of each Month. 


10 Cents per Copy. 


a wWaltih 


$1.20 per Year. 
The following is a complete list of Issues already 


published,— they are afways to be had of your News- 
dealer at 10 Cents per Copy,or will be sent by the 


publishers on receipt of price. 


Remember, the Back-Num- 


bers of Puck's Lrprary are never out of Print.” 


ection , 
skits Nos. 

. The National Game. 

The Summer Boarder. 

. Just Dog. 

. Hayseed Hits. 

The Funny Baby. 

. Sassiety. 

-Our Foreign Fellow- 
Citizens. 

The Great American 
Boarding-House. 

. Freddy’s Slate. 


societ 
and the 


anJ 


} 


NOUR wd e 


' 


id 


trom t 


Nos. Nos. 
10. Tramp, Tramp, 19. Chin. 
Tramp. 20. Hi Art. 

11. Shop. 21. Very Young Man 
12. Suburban. 22. Show Business. 
13. Help. 23. Best Girl. 
14. Brudder Shinbones. 24. On the Road. 
15. City Sketches. 25. Out Doors. 
16. The Small Boy. 26. Fly Time. 
17. Is Marriage a Fail- 27. Ail At Sea. 

ure P 28. Snap Shots. 
18. Out West. 29. ’Round Town. 


Address all orders Cor these publications to 
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THE PUERLISHERS OF PUCK, NEW YORK, 

























Morag sitar 





wnat eases 






Lo As ever, when the skies are drear, 


And snow falls white, and ice shines clear, 


CHRISTMAS PUCK 


Comes here 
To chee 
The dying year; 
Comes to bespeak, 
For those wh» follow PUCK week after week, 
A gift benign 


FOR 


1389 


— All happiness that human heart can seek. 
This X-MAS PUCK 
Ts thick bestuck 
With Plums of Wit and Wisdom, wisely chosen 
From those whose wits with every year increase, 
Forming a whole well made to fit the hosen 
That dangle from your Christmas mantel-piece. 
And that is why 


This CHRISTMAS PUCK is published by 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


at the sign 
O’ the PUCK-and-Handglass, 39 
EAST HOUSTON STREET, 
where Houston Street and Mulberry meet, ) 
In oia 


NEW YORK, 
and near Broadway's straight line, 
in 


1889. 
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Page. 
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< pe His 1s Curistmas Day,” said Adolphus D. 
’ any Throckmorton, as he pulled the messenger 
call, and then hastened to the window. 

‘This is Christmas Day— when every one 

should be made happy by the exchange of 

presents, by a day of rest, and an hour of 
praise. And here am | calling a messenger — 

a poor little chap who ought to be going to 

school and enjoying a holiday — to carry a 

great heavy vase to George Prendergast just be- 
cause | want him to send me that rare old copy 
of the ‘Canterbury Tales,’ which I know he 
would n’t part with for any less consideration. 

“*Ah, here comes the boy now! 
No, it ’s another boy with another present for 

somebody else. Well, [’m not the only sinner. 
Still, that ’s a poor reason for my sinning. I won’t 
a sin! It ’s Christmas Day, and I have a good im- 
pulse, and I’m going to act onit. Dear me, how 
long that boy is coming! I think Ill call again,” 
and Mr. Throckmorton, in his impatience to carry 
out his new resolution, trotted into the library, rang 
up two calls in rapid succession, and then sank 
down, in quite a little excitement of prospective 
benevolence, upon his comfortable little sofa, 
and awaited developments. 

They came almost immediately in a 
sharp ring at the door-bell, and the rapidly 
subsequent appearance before him of three 
uniformed messengers of assorted sizes. 

‘*Dear me! three?” said Mr. Throck- 
morton with a little gasp. 

“‘Well, yer rung t’ree times,” said the 
smallest of the three boys. 

**Dear me! why — why, so I believe 
I did, altogether,” gasped Mr. Throck- 
morton, 

** Well, an’ we come all together, see? 
said the biggest boy, who was not above passing asa wit. ‘*Don’t yer 
want but one? ’Cause dey ’s only fifteen boys on, and calls is comin’ in 
thick. See?” 

“Yes, I see,” replied Mr. Adolphus; ‘‘ yes, I want all three. I want 
you to enjoy Christmas Day. I want you to enjoy it as other boys do. 
So I am going to send you all to church for an hour this morning. You ’II 
be good and early for the nine o’clock service at St. Michael’s, And I ’ll 
come ’round at ten and mark your tickets ‘Delayed for twelve hours,’ 
and you can have all the rest of the day to yourselves, 

“Now I feel better, very much better,” said Mr. Adolphus, as the 
three boys filed solemnly out with somewhat awed faces and not so much 
as a ** Thank you.” ‘‘But Goodness mercy me, if I have n’t been and 
gone and forgotten all about those poor other little twelve youngsters who 
will have to work just so much harder because these three boys are hav- 
ing a good time. Well, there is only one thing to do; and now I’ve 
begun, I suppose I ’ve got to do it.” And Mr. Adolphus proceeded per- 
sistently to work the messenger call until he had secured the presence of 
all the boys at the branch office, excepting two who were engaged in dis- 
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tributing dodgers for a fifty-cent table d’hdte, and one who had been 
engaged by a somewhat exhilarated gentleman to pilot him to Hoboken. 


* 
* * 


“This is excessively provoking,” said George Prendergast, as 
he gazed ineffectually out the front window for the fortieth time that 
morning for the messenger who never came. ‘* There is that book - 
that copy of ‘Canterbury ‘Tales’ that Dolph Throckmorton has been 
hinting for, for the last six months. If I don’t get it off to him this 
morning I could never again get up enough resolution to part with it. 
There! here comes one at last.”” And Mr. Prendergast rushed to the 
front door only to find it was a boy with a lovely autograph of Henry II 
from his friend Samuel Brown-Jones — the only signature needed to 
complete his collection of the sign-manuals of the English Sovereigns. 

The autograph of course was in an envelope. 

| | ** Any answer?”’ asked the boy. 
i | ** Answer?” returned Mr, Prendergast. ‘‘ Yes, of 
course there’s an answer. But what? I—I 
never thought of getting any thing for Brown- 
Jones; but now I must send him something 
— just to think! Henry’s autograph! Per 
fectly splendid! I wonder where he got it. 
I hope it’s genuine! —TI have it! Ill send 
him the ‘Canterbury Tales.” ‘Throckmorton 
does n’t deserve to have them after the 
open way he’s virtually been asking for 
them. Besides, the District ‘Telegraph 

Company seems determined he shan’t 


have them, any how. Now if he’d had 
’ ¢ 





the graciousness to send me that vase 
that he knows J ’ve been honing for — 


I’ve told him twenty times how well it 
would look in my library — there would have 
been some reason in giving them to him.” ; 

* 


* * 

(Scene, St. Micuaew’s CuHurcu- 
yarp. Time, 9:55 a. M. Large snow Ub 
fort, R. L. and C., behind which _e 
are entrenched twelve messenger boys armed with snow- 
balls. From time to time they “plug” passers-by.) 

ist Messencer Boy. — Well, ain’t dis a sell! 

znp M. B.—I say it’s a ding-donged fraud! 

3rp M. B.— A-chousin’ us out of our Christmas tips. 
(Enter L., No. 947.) | say, 947, where yer goin’? 

No. 947.— Brown-Jones — wid a book. | 

47TH M. B.— What did yer get? ! 

No. 947.— Half a dollar. Ye’d better be gettin’ 


out of here, or ye’ll get run in. (/:-x7¢ 2.) 5 
Aldi = ' 
W T y = 
| ee ; i 


stH M. B.—All de oder fellers ’cept us is 
i 


having a good time, an’ gettin’ rich, 
ide 
" Ih 


67TH M. B.— Ah, de ole cove’s a crank! 
ui 
fi 


















7TH M. B.— Here he comes, now ! ine os i 
8rH M. B.—Let’s plug him! a i hi > ) | Mii; \ 
Omnes.— Let ’s! at Ceti 1) 


on we “ong e iid WATT 
(They plug him.) oat <n, =tlgl 
‘ H. G. Paine. a AS 








THE BUNCO-STEERER’S CHRISTMAS. 





N A NEAT BUT HUMBLE ROOM on the east side of the city, Mary Sawdust 
| sat with her sewing on her lap, and her children playing on the floor 
beside her. ‘There were traces of tears on her young face, and a 
quiver in her lip as she diligently plied her needle, for it lacked but two 
days of Christmas, and she had no money with which to buy presents for 
her little ones. 

‘‘Mama,” said little Ethel, suddenly, placing her hand on her 
mother’s knee, ‘‘do you think kind Papa has caught a sucker on the 
sridge to-day ?” 

“1 do not know, darling,” replied Mary Sawdust; ‘‘we must hope 
for the best; but if he has, he will work him for all he is worth.” 

She turned to her work again with a deep sigh, and little Ethel 
ran off to join her brother Willie in a merry game of ‘Catch 
the Jay.” 
‘It was late when Henry Sawdust returned to his 
home, wearied with his hard day’s work on the fi | 

Brooklyn Bridge. As he hung his dinner pail = / _~ 
on its accustomed hook, and threw him- VA 

self into a chair, his faithful wife no- 
ticed that his cheeks wore a hectic 

flush, while there was a strange 
glitter in his eyes. 
“It is nothing,” he said; ‘‘it 
will pass off.” But the next morn- 
ing he awoke in a raging fever, and 
poor Mary Sawdust realized that 
her Christmas was likely to be 
even a sadder one than she had 
looked forward to. 

“You must be very quiet to-day, 
: little ones,’’ said she to her children, 
‘for poor Papa is very sick, and I can 
| not leave his bedside.”’ 

Little Willie was still and thoughtful for some time after 
his mother left the room, ‘Then he said softly to his sister : 

' “*f wish I were a big man, so that I might help Papa while he 

is sick. I have often asked him to let me go with him to carry the 
gold brick and the directory of bank cashiers, but he says I am too little. 
I know what [ will do. I will go out on the Bridge, and try to win a roll. 
Oh, how pleased Mama will be if I succeed; and what nice Christmas 
presents we would get!” 

Putting on his little ulster and hat, he set forth on his mission, As 
he was walking down the Bowery, he encountered a man who wore a 
broad hat and a coat of quaint pattern, and carried in his left hand an 
old-fashioned carpet-bag. 

‘* Please, sir,” said the child, clasping the stranger’s right hand 
in his slender fingers, ‘how are all the folks in Chenango?” 

‘*Hey! what!” gasped theastonished provincial, 
turning his gaze from the tops of the houses to the 
childish face before him, 

“Oh, sir,” continued little Willie, ‘‘ poor 
Papa is sick, and I am trying to earn money 
enough to buy him a new ulster, and some 
dye for his moustache. Won’t you 
please let me steer you into the joint? 

[ am such a little boy that T can not 
work you myself; but Thirsty 
Bill, dear Papa’s friend, is there, 
and he can win a sucker’s roll 
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TOO FOREHANDED. 


OFFICER MULVANY (0/ the Broadway squad).— Av you 
let thot bag o’ bones shtep wan inch more, ye fur-coated 
monshtrosity, Oi Il tek you an’ yure «ld band-wagon in, so 
Oi wull! Doan’ you see th’ leddy wants to cross ? 

Mrs. SInGEon. — If you’ll unhand me, sir, I’d like to 
enter my ca:riage. 


ing in Henry Sawdust’s cheerful parlor, talking to the faithful wife, and 
learning from her lips the story of their poverty and suffering. ‘‘ Would 
you like to see my husband?” she said, leading the way to the little 
bedroom. 

The sick man stirred uneasily on his cot as they entered, and feebly 
murmured: ‘Ah! do my eyes deceive me? Can this be my old friend 
Mr. Johnson, of Elmira?” 

The stranger turned aside and wiped his eyes. 

“*Madam,”’ he said, ‘‘I have been the President of a Hartford 
Insurance Company for twenty years, but this sight has completely un- 
manned me. And to think of your two innocent babes not having any 

Christmas presents. Well, it shall never 

be said of Hiram Duzenbury that 

he did n’t do at least one gen- 
erous act in his life.” 

He turned to the sick man 
and said gently: ‘‘ Yes, I am 
Mr. Johnson of Elmira, and 
] met you at your uncle’s bank. 
Hush! Do not try to speak, 
for you are not strong enough 
yet. I want a gold brick —I 
deal in ’em when I ’m home; 
and I want to see the prize 
you ’ve drawn in the lottery, 


every time in great shape.” ees Fi AG SS and the picture you painted in 
Me ies Ce / P97 fi ; ; 
“Well, I swan!” ex- : }} yg | Fe |) an?) |: mY, Soe Paris. And when vou ’re better 
: ‘ ri) 2 Ty ‘ ‘ 
claimed the stranger; ‘‘I’ve | ASS CRE! fds we ll see the town together. 


Meantime take this and credit me 
with the usual cash discount.” 








the last ten years; but this 
is the youngest one I ever 
seen in the business.”’ 

“Oh, sir,” pleaded the 
child; ‘‘ Christmas is com- 
ing, and we have no pres- 
ents! Papa is ill, and so poor 
that he had no benzine to 
put on his silker yesterday 
when he went out on the 
Bridge. Won’t you please come = 
and be buncoed, and then dear : 
Mama will be so happy.” a= ea- 

The stranger seemed deeply 


“Take me home with you, 






moved by Willie’s simple tale. IN THE WORK-SHOP OF HUMOR.—TIME, 889 A. D. self that they 


WaAMBA, THE JESTER.—By my halidome, I swear there be no 


oe jake ee 3 : 
—. he said, “and I will try to new jests to be got out of these ancient props —and the Old Man happy. 
cip you. | ; will want a flow of merry quip and prank as soon as he gets that 
In a few minutes he was stand- durned old yule log into the palace hall. Zounds! Cuss! J. L. Ford. 
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He laid five crisp hundred- 
dollar bills on the coverlet, 


then grasped his carpet-bag / 
and departed before Mary A 
Sawdust could collect fit 
her scattered senses, he 

And on Christmas aN 


day the children hres) 

gathered about the way 

beautiful tree, and 

gave thanks to 

; the kind stran- 

— ger who had 
buncoed him- 
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PUCK’S PICTORIAL PRIMER OF PROMINENT PERSONS, 





Showing How Their Abilities were Developed in Early Childhood. 


VC 
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Tue Great Man. 


™ Little Boy of whom we are now about to Tell you was Severely 
Criticised, during his Boyhood, by his Elders and Such of his Con- 
temporaries as were Smaller than he was. He frequently Beat all those 
whom he could Hammer with Impunity, and he insulted every Boy who 
was not Likely to kick him. This Course sorely Grieved his Relatives, 
who told him that, if he Persisted in it, he would Soon have no Friends. 






































He replied Briefly that he knew the World better than they did; and 
his Subsequent Career proved that his Boast was not Ill-Founded. He 
Grew Up to be the Famous Doctor and much-admired Samuel Johnson, 
and lived on the Bounty of a Rich Brewer, and was for Many Years at 
Liberty to refrain from Washing himself, and to Insult Everybody who 
came near him. 











Tue Boston Pet. 


T™ child was a very peculiar Infant, and at an early age displayed his 
Greatness in his Peculiarity, just as he has, later on, displayed his 
Peculiarity in his Greatness, In very early childhood he wept Copiously 
at any chance allusion to Corporal Punishment, (to which he was Never 
Subjected,) and at a later date he shed Tears on beholding a Sunset, and 
fell into a Passion of Sobs when he heard a Sonata of Beethoven’s played 





on the Hand-Organ. It was Prophesied of him that, with such a Dis- 
position, he would never Amount to Any thing in the World; but he 
had Sized up the World Better than his Critics. He is now a Local 
Aesthete in Boston; he reads Browning with Real Tears, and has New 
and Very Tender Lights on Emerson and the Concord School of Philoso- 
phy; and he is making an Everlasting Good Thing out of it. 

















Tue Younc Naporeon or Finance. 


T= very Remarkable little boy was apparently born at the age of 

Three, for his Precocity was the Amazement and Admiration of all 
who saw him. Before he was Six years of age he had established a 
Thriving Industry in Marbles, by teaching very little boys how to play 
the Game the Wrong Way, and explaining to them that every time they 
Hit a Marble they had to Give him Two. He was also uncommonly 
Successful in the sale of Pewter Jack-knives. His Eminent Ability, as 
Exemplified in these Exhibitions of Enterprise, caused him to suffer 


greatly from envious Detraction, and once his Nose was Punched by a 
larger Boy. But he persevered in his Career of Industry. He is now 
occupying a Felon’s Cell in State’s Prison, and he is the Felon. Is _ not 
this a Sad Condition for one so enterprising? Well, no, it is not so sad. 
His Term will Expire next year, and he has about $897,000 Laid By in 
a Safe Place. He is a Well-Behaved Prisoner, and is reducing his term 
by Good Behavior. He will come out with Good Health and a Fine 
Appetite for Fun, and will Paint Things Pink. 


From these few Interesting Studies of the childhood of Great Men, we may all readily Learn how Good it is to be Bad. 
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Junius I. 
Junius II. 
Junius ITI, 


Dramatis Persone 


THE First. 
SCENE, a study. Music. 
The latter car- 


SEGMENT 
(TIME, apud 1850. 
Enter Juusus | and Juutws Il. 
rying a valtse. ) 
(From place behind desk, where 
he completes a check.) 
Julius, my son, a word admonitory, 
Dehortatory, a word of sage injunction. 
’T is true that, like a bearer of ill news, 
Who warns of ill hath but a losing 
office ; 
And counsel is as irksome to the 
counseled 
As it is gladsome to the counselor : 
Yet will I counsel thee, and stand 
excused, 
For he who gives a check may 


add advice. 


Jutius I avd Jus I. 
He ’s going to give advice, 
A word of sage injunction, 
And this he’s going to do 
Without the least compunction. 









Junius I, 


(Duo. ) 


*T is strange. He reasons thus 
(His logic shows him wise) : 


That he who gives a check 
ait 


May rightly add advice. 






Juuius II, 
Father, proceed, and sweetly 
counsel me; 
The world all strange, and in 
it | a stranger, 
Lo, as of yore, I sit me on your 
knee ! 
Lo, as of yore, I list to tales of 
danger ! 
I call it back, how that my childish mind 
Once made our home a world — wide traveler 
you, 
Because you knew its ways; and though I find 
Now wider limits; wider limits, too, 
I find in your kind learning. Counsel me; 
The world all strange, and in it I a stranger, 
See, as of old, I sit here on your knee; 
See, as of old, I hark to tales of danger. 


Junius I. 

It does me good to hear you say these things, Julius. 
deed. I hope you will always remember the old father, 
that when you have a son of your own, he will be as good a 
boy as you have been — to your mother and me. When 
you first learned to walk, you would not stop a min- 
ute, but kept tottling back and forth between us — 
that was in the old house. I remember that once 
in a while, as you grew bolder that day, you would 
branch off on your own account, and take a turn 
around the table before you came to us. How you 
laughed ! —little fellow, how he laughed! Poor little 
chap! But I wanted to say a word to you, Julius, before 
you take a turn around a bigger table — I wanted to say 
a word to you. I am no temperance fanatic, you know 
that. [ don’t think it the part of a man to build a fence 
around himself. But I wanted to say that I have never been 
silly enough to go to an extreme. I don’t think there has 
ever been a time when I could not have attended to any busi- 
ness whatever. That is all the sermonizing, Julius. If you think 
it is of any value, | am glad I gave it. (#-r/t.) 


It does, in-. 
And | hope 


Junius II. 
Poor old dad! I suppose he was worried about me 
there was n’t any need; but how nicely he got at it! 


Of course 


Sx 












SEGMENT THE SECOND. 


(SCENE, Apartments of Jus Il. TIME, Jurtws’s regular time — 
2:30 A. M. Enter Juris, dressed as one returning from a full-dress 
party, and flushed as one who has successfully filled. He speaks in cheer- 
fully improvised verse.) 

Junius II, 
I turn up the gas to the limit, 
And plant myself here in a chair, 
And I slap my pumps high on the tabie, 
And let my thoughts loose. from their lair — 
Talkin’ o’ pumps, any one might think 1—I— had to wear pumps 
’cause I was full—no—su—~such thing. Let my thoughts loose from 
their lair — 


In tens and ten millions they ’re coming, 
Deep-conceited, poetic and rare; 

Now dullards would claim it is bed-time, 
But ’t wash never earli-e-eraire, 


By Jove, I will sit here till mornin’, 

Dash along you old earth ash you will, 
I’ll take me a ride through the ether 

Without any livery bill — 

But first Ill get me off some off this oxpensive raiment. 
( Rises.) 

My overcoat Ill hang upon this peg, 
And eke my hat —well, never mind the peg. 
Who cares for pegs? The things grace well the floor: 
They look just like a drunkard sprawled out flat. 


And I do love a drunkard — 
merry file — 
O merry toss-pots ! 
things lie there. 
But toss-pots never lie nor tell 
the truth, 
They ’re not so tedious — 
why, you bet your life! 














Let the 


that I love a bibber — 
not at all, 

I like ‘‘true sports” that know 
when got enough; 

Got just enough — and know just 
when to quit, 

Stop right short off, and quit — 

and wait a while. 


Not 


Ill hang that dress-coat up right on 
that peg, 

For that’s its place. Ha! didn’t reach the 

hook, 


‘*He aims too low who aims beneath the sun —”’ 
“Scur-atch!” It’s torn. Well, let it rip. Why, sure! 





“e 


Brace up, ole fel, and come the ‘try again ;” 
Ill see you, coat, and raise you, bet your life! 
Y’ comin’ in? Why, sure, Ill take the pot 

You bet chu life! Two dozen hands around — 


Aroun’ an’ ’round an’ ’roun’— (Gathers coat up, and succumbs to 
the force of gravity.) 
, SeGMENT THE ‘THIRD. 
(TIME, apud 1875. SCENE, a study. 
Junius III, the latter carrying a grip.) 


Enter \uriws Il and 


Junius II. 
Julius, my son, a word admonitory, 
Dehortatory, a word of sage injunction. 
For | may counsel thee and stand 
excused , 
Since he who gives a check may 
add advice. 
(Gives check.) 
I am no temperance fanatic ; 
you know that. I don’t think 
it the part of a man to build 
a fence around himself; but 
I wanted to say to you, Julius, that 
I have never been foolish enough to go 
to an extreme. I don’t think there was ever a 
time when I was not able to attend to any business 
] hope that you will be able to say the same. 
Welliston Fish. 


whatever. 
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A MOTHER’S ADVICE. 
Good Now as it was 100 Years Ago.) 
Mrs. Miscuous (¢o her son). — Remember, Jared, that Pericles had his Asphyxia, and Socrates his 
Antipathy, so when you intend to enter the conjugation state, be sure you can trust to the lady’s affectation. 
JARED (with a meaning of his own). — Ah, Mother, where could I hope to meet a woman whose 


(As 









affectation equalled yours ! 


A HOLIDAY CONSEQUENCE. 


OW, DON’T FORGET the m-a-g-i-c ]-a-n-t-e-r-n 
for G-e-o-r-g-e,”” said Mrs, Robinson. 

**T must note it down, and the b-l-o-c-k-s 
for T-o-double m-y,” Mr. Robinson re- 
sponded, beamingly. ‘‘ And what for the 
b-a-b-y ? [ thought of a t-i-n h-o-r-s-e.” 

**Yes, and a c-o-w or a s-h-double e-p 
that will s-q-u-e-a-k when you s-q-u-double- 
e-z-e it,”? said Mrs. Robinson. 

Such was ante- Christmas conversation 
at the Robinsons. ‘The younger Robinsons 
believed in Santa Claus, and were not yet 

able to spell. Thus simply, therefore, plans and 

projects could be discussed in their presence, 
and the illusion be yet unimpaired. The scheme 
was valuable. 

The orthographical process was necessarily long and unremitting. 
They spelled for several weeks, continuously. They spelled at meals, 
and every evening till they went to bed, and going to and from church. 
They spelled warningly to the servants, to prevent the dropping of any 
divulging word; spelled hurriedly to visitors; spelled alarmedly to the 
gas collector and the iceman. They spetled always, spelled everywhere, 
and spelled everything. It was not strange that Mr. Robinson went down 
town the day before Christmas, looking fatigued and rather wild-eyed. 

He sat down at his desk, and brought forth the list of his Christmas 
expenditures, 

**C-o-]-0-g-n-e ;_ p-a-p-e-r w-e-i-g-h-t ; s-h-a-w-] for Aunt M-a-r-y ; 
Christmas c-a-r-d-s ; 0-p-e-r-a g-l-a-double s-e-s; ‘L-i-f-e of A-d-a-m-s’ 
for Uncle A-m-o-s,” he muttered. ‘‘ Forty-five d-o-double |-a-r-s and 
sixty-five c-e-n-t-s, 

“Where is Mr. B-a-n-k-s?”” Mr. Robinson inquired, turning to the 
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business of the day. ‘‘ Why Mr. B-a-n-k-s should be late on the m-o-r-n- 
i-n-g before a h-o-l-i-d-a-y passes my c-o-m-p-r-e-h-e-n-s-i-o-n.” 

The frightened office-boy presented a card, while the book-keeper 
smoothed down his rising hair. Mr. Robinson’s face lighted as he hur- 
ried forward to meet his caller. 

“My dear old fr-i-e-n-d!” he ejaculated, warmly grasping his hand. 
“Rufus G-a-l-p-i-n! This zs a s-u-r-p-r-i-s-e, indeed, and an extreme 
p-l-e-a-s-u-r-e. Have a c-h-a-i-r, have a c-h-a-i-r! I can scarcely believe 
my e-y-e-s. Fifteen y-e-a r-s since our last m-double e-t-i-n-g! How 
t-i-m-e flies! But my h-e-a-r-t turns often to the old t-i-m-e-s, the old 
a-double s-o-c-i-a-t-i-o-n-s ! ” 

Mr. Robinson smiled in gentle absorption, though his clerks were 
drawing nearer with pale faces, and his listener gasped nervously. 

**Yes,” said Mr. Robinson, musingly, ‘‘those were happy, unbur- 
dened h-o-u-r-s! You have n’t forgotten our school p-r-a-n-k-s? How 
we once put g-l-u-e on the b-l-a-c-k-b-o-a-r-d and p-i-n-s in all the 
s-e-a-t-s?”? Mr. Robinson clapped his knee, shaking with laughter. 

“The old 1-o-f-t in the b-a-r-n,” he pursued, his face softening, 
“‘where we used to lie in the h-a-y and hold long, delightful, boyish 
C-0-n-v-e-r-s-a-t-i-o-n-s, the a-i-r soft with the f-r-a-g-r-a-n-c-e of the 
h-a-y. Happy t-i-m-e-s!”” Mr. Robinson pressed his handkerchief to 
his moistened eyes. 

“And in W-i-n-t-e-r! Do you remember my g-r-a-n-d-f-a-t-h-e-r 
apostrophe s m-i-double | hyphen p-o-n-d ?”’ 

An awe-stricken, pitying group had gathered about him; the office- 
boy was sent for a carriage, into which Mr. Robinson was tenderly 
forced and taken hurriedly home. As it drew up at his door, Mrs. 
Robinson rushed eagerly down the steps. 

“I ’m so glad you ’ve come h-o-m-e!”’ she murmured. ‘‘I want you 
to go down t-o-w-n with me to get the d-r-e-double s for the c-double o-k, 
and help select the B-i-b-l-e for —” . 

Mr. Robinson smiled wanly. 

“Yes, yes; and we must express the b-o-x of t-h-i-n-g-s to C-h-i- 
c-a-g-0,” he whispered, wiping his damp brow. Emma A, Opper. 
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-HRISTMAS PUCK. 








' CROWNED HEAD TO WHOM UNCLE SAM TAKES OFF HIS HAT. 





LOADED. FOR B’AR. 
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Dramatis Persone. 


Post. Sracen.......... Paragrapher and General Comic. 
Marcettus MEnror..........000- Friend of Spacer’s. 
CORA CAUSTIC «6.556066 cee The Object of Affection. 


(Scene l.— Mentor’s Room, Spacer and Mentor, feet elevated be- 
side lowered decanter, wrapped in cigar smoke and thought. ) 


Sracer (suddenly ).— Marcellus, I can’t bear it ! 

Mentror.— Can’t bear what — whom? 

Spacer. — Cora. I love — admire — worship — hate — dislike — 
detest her. She fills me with the deepest affection and most profound 
loathing. Swayed simultaneously by idolatrous inclinations and icono- 
clastic impulses, I at once wildly long to kiss her feet and to box her ears! 

Menror,—Admirable antitheses, at any rate. 

Spacer.— Her eyes are the softest, her sayings the hardest, her lips 
the sweetest, her sarcasms the bitterest, her face the most attractive, and 
her rudeness the least endurable that it is 
possible to imagine, 

Mentor (reflectévely).—And he’s | 





(Scene I].— Muss Cora Caustic’s boudoir. Mauss Caustic d7scov- 
ered reading. To her enter Spacer.) 

Spacer (aszde).— How beautiful she is! (A/oud.) I thought I'd 
call — 

Miss Caustic.—You always think that. The poet could not say of 
you: ‘*He’s too much thinking to have common thought.” 

Spacer (aséde).—And how savage! (Aloud.) Been a pleasant day. 

Miss Caustic.—The day has been very pleasant — 

Spacer.— But the evening, you ’d say ?— 

Miss Caustic.—Ah ! 

Spacer (astde).— Oh, this is terrible! (Remembering his plan.) 
No, it is n’t, either! —it’s profitable! Ill fix that for the Cap-and- 
Bells! Fifty cents, already ! 

Miss Caustic.—You know we ’re proverbially advised to praise a 
fair day at night. Yet, at night, we ’re sometimes forced to abuse it. 


Spacer (aszde).— Cruel npcinener !— you torture me! Generous 

girl — another fifty cents! (A/oud.) Unwelcome, I seem! 

Miss Caustic. — Excuse my frequent 

es quotations — but, truly, you realize the Latin 












just as admirable in superlatives, 

Spacer.—Thus it comes to this : 
Cora is so fascinating and so sarcastic 
that J am equally wretched with or 
without her. She uses my ten- 








saying: “Esse, guam vidert!” 

Spacer (astde).— Misery! Joy! A dol- 

lar-and-a-half! ( Aloud.) Perhaps I’d 

better take my leave at once? 
Miss Caustic.—You don’t 




















derest sensibilities as a target for 
her wit; and, alas! invariably 
makes bullseyes. Now, this is 
wearing — terribly wearing — 

Mentor. — Indeed, it is! 
Come, Phil, you can’t continue 
this brilliancy. Get down from 
your high horse, and (passing 
decanter) take a pony! Now, 
talk plain American. 

Spacer (ignoring the in- 
terruption, but following the 
advice ).—And, what’s worse, 
it’s playing the mischief with 
me from a business point of 
view. Here I am, under con- 
tract to supply four different 
papers with epigrams, dia- 
logues, funny sketches and as- 
sorted witticisms, which, alto- 
gether, make a total of forty-eight 
jokes a week. How is a man suf- 
ering as I am,to do this? I can’t 
cut jokes —I ’m too much cut up, myself — 
and, yet, not only my board and lodging, but every hope of winning Cora 
depends upon cutting them. If I make her presents, take her to the 
theatre, and drive her out occasionally, I stand a show of inducing her 
to say ‘‘Yes;” and forty-eight jokes a week at fifty cents apiece give 
me the money. But Cora’s jeers break me up so that this week I ’ve only 
gotten off ten, and six of these have been declined as too funereal. 

Menror.— But if Cora is so harsh, why do you wish to marry her? 

Spacer.—That ’s precisely what I can’t make out — but I do! 

Menror.—And you want my counsel and sympathy ? 

Spacer.—Yes. That is, if you offer only one, I want the other. 

Mentor.—You shall have both. 

(Silence. Mentor smokes thoughtfully, Spacer expectantly. ) 

Menror.— Is Cora very witty in her abuse of you? 

Spacer.—Yes, confound her — the little darling ! 

Mentor. —Are her thrusts numerous? 

Spacer.— I’m pock-marked with them. 

Mentor.—And your jeux d’ esprit sell at fifty cents? 

Spacer.—Yes — slight discount on a quantity. 

Mentor (joyously ).— My boy, I have it! Go call on Miss Cora to- 
morrow evening, encourage her to attack you, put her remarks in shape, 
sell them, and there you have the wherewithal to show her the attentions 
she likes; and, finally, to obtain her consent. 

Spacer. — Glorious ! 

Mentor.—You ’d better so 

Spacer.— I will l try ” 











customarily take it at once — 
— but — 

Spacer (aszde).—I see still 
another fifty cents ahead! 
(Aloud.) What do I take it at? 

Miss Caustic. — Half-past 
eleven ! 

Spacer (astde). — Racking, 
but remunerative! Two dol- 
lars, now! (Aloud.) Weil, 
let ’s pass to a more agreeable 
subject. 

Miss Caustic.—There can 
be none more agreeable — 

Spacer. — Than? (Aszde. ) 
Fresh wealth coming! 

Miss Caustic.—Than that 
of your taking leave. 

Spacer (aszde ).— She’s mad- 
dening—and a mint! (Aloud. ) 
Come, let ’s end this war; let 
me read you a piece — 

Miss Caustic.— Pardon! I must 
quote once more, and declare with Constance: 
“War, war, no piece; piece is to me a war!” 

Spacer (aszde).— Between my passion and my pocket, I don’t know 
whether I’m to be more pitied or felicitated! (Al/oud.) J can not war 
with you. Oh, Cora, you are so bright; witty — and —and charming ; 
can’t we have at least a truce? 

Miss Caustic. — 'To your compliments? 
Indeed we can —and must. 

Spacer (aszde. )— I feel, as never before, 
that riches do not bring happiness. Yet, to \ 
earn three-fifty in a quarter of an hour! : |\v 
(Aloud.) Excuse my boldness — I NY 
can not forget your attractions. 

Miss Caustic. — But you 
forget yourself. iF 

Spacer (astde).— Four dol- / 
lars! Plenty for the theatre — f 
orchestra stalls, too. (Aloud). | \Be4 
I’d like you to see the new \\ 
Polyhymnia bill. Will I have 
the pleasure ? ON 

‘in Caustic,—Certain- [= “\ At 
ly. You will have it all —if \ . 
there is any. 

Spacer (astde). — Oh, 
this supersolvency of suffering ! 























CAUGHT ON THE FLY. 

Her Royat HIGHNEss. —I’ve been chasing a mis- 
sionary for abuut s‘teen miles! Did you see where he 
went, me Lord ? 

His Dirro Dirro. — Yes, my dear. He just stepped 
inside. 


-lloud.) Cora, you are simply 


I did n’t need that last half-dollar! 
merciless ! 

Miss Caustic (relenting slightly).— Perhaps | have been, Mr. 
Spacer. You may prefer golden silence to silver sp — 

Spacer (enthusiastically ).— No, no, Cora; some speech is golden, 
and yours is of that description. If your mouth does n’t drop pearls and 
diamonds, like the girl’s in the fairy tale, it does drop good, reliable 
orders on the counting-room, which are nearly as valuable, and far easier 
to realize upon. Thursday evening, then? Exit. 

(Scene II]. — Menror’s Room, a fortnight /ater. ) 

Mentor.— How do you prosper, Phil? 

Spacer,— Excellently, only for the strain on my feelings. When | ’m 
very vigorous and enduring, I make eight-dollar calls — sometimes nine- 
dollar; but, generally, my emotions compel me to leave at the five-fifty 
point. Still, I’ve a balance in the bank, and she’s named the day. 


(Scene 1V. — A month later. THe 
Caustics’ drawing-room, crowded with —~~an! 
guests, among them Menror.) 

Mentor.—- Mr. and Mrs, Spacer, my 
warmest congratulations, \ \ 

Spacer (whispering). — Old chap, \\ ibn 
I’ve not made a cent for a weck, | 


(Scene V.— Broadway, six months 
later. Enter Spacer and Menror, 
meeting.) 

Mentor.—-Why, Phil, you look 
awfully seedy! Business bad? 

Spacer (gloomily ).— Oh, yes; 
I’ve killed the goose that laid the 
golden egg. Cora has abandoned 
abuse for amiability, and has be- 
come the softest- spoken woman 
you ever saw. Consequently, we 
’re in the depths of poverty. Lend 
me a quarter, won’t you? 


Manley H, Pike. 








ce] F 1 MUST pie,” pleaded the turkey, 
**let me be buried decently. Please 
don’t eat with your knife!” 


T 1s TRUE Christmas comes on almost the 
shortest day of the year; but what a 
jolly, good, long evening that gives us! 


T THIs time of year the liveryman, like 
Uncle Sam and the bloated bondholder, 


uses cutters in accumulating his revenue. 


ANTA CLaus can not fill some stockings half 
as well as the wearers do, 


NEW TO THE GAME. 


MASSEY ScHoTT. — Say, George, how have you 
been counting, any way ? 

NOALL. — Why, when you made a shot I moved 
one of the little checkers out on the wire, and then 
when English made one, I moved it back again, 
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QUITE SURPRISING. 

Mr, Green,—No, my dear, I will wo¢ tell you what I’m going 
to give vou for Christmas. Why can’t you wdmen be content to 
wait and be surprised ? 

Mrs, Green,— Oh, tell me now. If you keep your word, Ill 
be surprised enough. ; 


HE NEVER RESTS. 


‘“*It is hard to think,” observed de Sembre, looking at the trees 
covered with icicles, **that the Australians are having their Summer 
now.”’ 

“What!” returned Augustus; ‘“‘does old General Humidity 


’ 


never take a furlough ?’ 
THE MIDNIGHT CRY. 


Warker Fiour (sympathetically ).— Yes, old chappie, it was all 
the doctor could do to pull you through, In your delirium you kept 
talking of business all the time, 

Cuarvey Lovetace (fecb/y).— What did I say? 

Wacker Frour.—Cash! Cash! 


PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION. 
Jacx.— Where are you going to spend Christmas, John ? 
Jounn.—With Irving, at Bracebridge Hall, if 1 don’t get another 
invitation, 


EVERYTHING IS LOVELY, AND 


Mir. Kanoopie.— And now would n’t vou like we for a Christmas 
present f 
Miss Aterr.— Certainly, if vou Il hang vourself on the Christ- 


mas tree. 
A SLIM ALLOWANCE. 
Miss Rait.-—Yes; we all hung up our stockings in the good old 
way, and I got mine full of candy. 
Miss Parrripce.— What! Only one stick? 


HIS FRIENDS WiLL SUFFER. 
Mrs. Nuseripe. I want a box of your 
best cigars, to give my husband for Christmas. 
DEALER. Yes, ’m. Here are some very 

fine Henry Clays, ’m. 
aia al Mrs. Nuperie,— Is that Henry 
Clay? Why, I had no idea he was so 
homely. No; I don’t want those, 
Give me that box with the pretty 

Spanish girl on the cover. 








T 1s RUMORED that Boston lovers take 
off their spectacles, that they may 
not see each other’s blushes. 


CAT HAS nine lives and occasion- 
ally a kit-ten. 


HE HIGHEST DEGREE to. which 
woman is eligible is conferred 
by the school of life MA, 


REVENGE Is SWEET, but somehow 

it has a flavor which is hardly 

agreeable as you get down toward 
the butt end. 


HE TRAVELER, like the bird, may 
sometimes be caught by putting 
salt on his tale. 


(CC ienese RINGLETS are curly queues, 


THis ts the proper time of year to for- 

give your enemies; and if you have 

none, to resolve to show more character 
henceforth, 


: PuaDINE, ee 
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EAST 


/ wen 1 was sTaTIONED 1N Purruryos, in the Gil-Hooley 

district of India,” said Major Botail, of H. M. 

319th Fusileers, “I had little to do but lay off 

in my bungalow and drink shikkaree flush, 

which you know is an uncommonly fine 
thing for a hot day.” 

We nodded assent as we lighted our 

cheroots all around, and were all attention. 

PR . It was nine o’clock of a hot Christmas Eve 

in the club room, the Major had on his 

usual three-quarter jag and we knew a 

story was coming. We were all gay 

young bankrupt officers of the line, 

and time was nothing to us. 

‘‘With twenty or thirty shikkaree flushes 
and an occasional brandy punkah,” con- 

tinued the Major, ‘‘I managed to worry 
through the heat of the day, and in the evening 
it was the cheese, as the natives say, to visit each 

others bungalows, have tiffin under the dowdy-dow trees, play 
cricket with an incandescent ball —(never told you about that? 
— my invention — will some day) and play whist for I. O. U’s. 

“But our—or rather I should say — my chief recreation 
was in watching the performances of the native jugglers. Begad, 
gentlemen, I value my reputation too highly to attempt to describe 
some of their feats, and ] will content myself with the relation of 
a few simple tricks I have witnessed. Cholmondeley, I believe this 
round is on you? No, Henry, no water in mine. 

** Well, sirs; one dayvlish hot afternoon in January, as I was 
going to sleep over an exciting leader in the 7zmes, Tip-too, my 
favorite rip-watty (grog-mixer) came running to me and cried in 
Hindostanee: ‘Sahib, much come welly slundum catchee! No 
jumpez row-dow !’ 

‘By this I understood that a party of expert jugglers were 
approaching, and with my permission would give a performance 
on the panky-dan (lawn). I ordered Tip-too to notify the ladies, 
and just as they assembled on the rambah (porch) the jugglers 
came in sight. 

“‘There were five of them, three men, a woman, and a boy 
aged about ten. Each wore a long white kitmurgi confined at the 
waist by a belt made of Indian swab. ‘Their arms and legs were 
bare, and the men wore immense turbans. The leader was a 
wizened chap of ninety-odd, who solemnly introduced himself as 
Ram Bowlar. 

“After going through a few simple tricks, such as growing a 
ten-foot tree in a tomato can and carving the boy into bits (the 
old gentleman swallowing the head at one gulp), the gang got 
down to business. 

‘‘Ram Bowlar asked me for an empty whiskey bottle, and 

after considerable search one was found and handed 
to him. Taking out the cork, with a single turn of 
his wrist he transformed it into a cricket ball, 
while the bottle slowly lengthened into a bat. 

‘He tossed the ball to the boy, who 

gave him a round arm slow. He hit 
if it into the air; up it went, almost 
out of sight, and in ten seconds 
. came down as a keg of pale ale, 
-a— already tapped, with a revenue 
stamp on the bung. 

“*] was a little disappointed that it was n’t brandy, 
but after assuring myself that the ale was genuine, I 
ordered the ceremonies to proceed. ‘The woman then 
advanced, and, taking the boy by the nose, held him out 
at arm’s length. ‘The two men then seized the boy’s 
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INDIAN 


An Orpinary TRAVELER’s TALE. 


JUGGLERY. 


legs, and stretched him until he was nineteen or may be twenty feet long, 
and about as thin as my wrist. While they held him in that position, 
Ram Bowlar wound his turban around the lad from end to end, stood 
him upright, and, begad, gentlemen, it was a telegraph pole with cross 
arms and insulators complete. Hardly had our applause died away before 
the old fakir picked up the pole, and passed it slowly 

down his throat, and as the last inch disappeared, % 

the boy shot up from the solid ground like Harle- 
quin in a pantomime coming through a stage trap. 

**I tossed the boy a shilling as a token of 
my approval, and drew another pint of ale. 

“**Has the Sahib a lambolly (gun) ?’ asked 
the Ram. 

‘*T ordered a gun to be given him, loaded to 
prevent accidents. ‘To my horror he snapped 
it across his knee, and, before I could remon- 

strate, turned the barrel into a rabbit and the 

stock into a greyhound, and in two minutes the dog had chased the 
rabbit out of sight in the jungle. He then unwound his turban, gave 
it a flip in the air, and it curled back with my gun in its folds, not only 
intact, but with my name and address etched on the barrel. 

*** Has the Sahib a hundred-pound note about his clothes?’ asked 
the Ram, before the applause had died away. 

“**No, sir,” I replied, promptly ; ‘pass on to the next trick.’ 

“He seemed disappointed, and gave one of his followers a back- 
handed swat in his agitation. Then for about ten minutes the jugglers 
went through the ordinary round of tricks, such as eating cobras, divid- 
ing each other with swords, and so on, and then, by the gleam in Ram’s 
eye I knew they were going to give us their last and best trick. 

“««Tf the Sahib pleases,’ 
said the Ram, ‘I would 
like to have some bills.’ 









‘*] was naturally amazed at the odd request, but my curiosity over- 
came my amazement, and, going to my desk, I returned with a bundle, 
about a foot high, of beastly bills from tailors, grocers, bakers, and so on, 
that had been running for four or five years, together with perhaps eighty 
or ninety miscellaneous small ones. 

**The Ram drew a circle on the ground, placed the bundle in the 
middle and covered it with his turban, and then the whole gang 
joined hands and waltzed around for three minutes, warbling a 
native dudong (ditty). 

“At the expiration of that time they broke away, the Ram 
lifted his. turban, handed me the bills, and, dash me, gentlemen, if 
every cne was n’t properly receipted.” 

**Come now, Major!” we cried, in chorus. 

**Gentlemen, ’pon honor, gospel truth,” said the Major. ‘‘It 
was the first time for years I had seen a receipted bill, but there they 
were, and I could not refuse to believe my own eyes, And 
that, gentlemen,” concluded the Major, as he ordered an- 
other round on Cholmondeley, “‘is my story.” 

J Sidney. 














HE MANICURE is expert by proxy. He has his business at other 


people’s finger’s ends. 


A PHILADELPHIA LITTLE BOY thinks that a grass widow is one whose hus- 
band died of hay-fever. 


oME PEOPLE look to posterity for vindication, thinking that posterity 
will not have a chance to find them out. 


o not make puns if you care for your reputation. Shakspere was a 
victim of the habit, and now people are trying to prove that he 
did n’t write his own works, 


KNOWLEDGE Is POWER — horse power, in some of the classical colleges. 
COUNTING THE clergyman in, it takes three to make a pair. 


IME IS MONEY, but a good deal of it is about as valuable as Con- 
federate currency. 


WOMAN READILY pardons the minister’s failings. ‘To her it’s human 


to forgive divines. 


NE REASON why girls can not be logical is that they are too fond of 
begging the question. 
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THE STRUCKILE FAMILY’S CHRISTMAS BALL. — SCEI 
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— SCENE AT THE PALATIAL MANSION AT 10 P. M. 
WITH SEVERAL BACK-COUNTIES YET TO HEAR FROM. 
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— = i po not love me, dear, so much 
US5x == — As you did long ago, 

SS ste i When you used to praise my rosy cheek 
ee ~~ Let : 
= *§ And forehead white as snow. 


Si} You do not rush to kiss that cheek 
With all your old-time fire — 

Perhaps, indeed, it is not now 

The cheek that you admire. 


Ill. 
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You do not fold me in your arms 
Your hand once dallied with my curls — 
And if I did not know my hair 


I well could read it in your glance, 


Yet deem, not, love, that I upbraid, 
— By your neglect appalled — 























ER: 
Il, 
As often as of yore; 


It dallies there no more. 


Was far past girlhood’s day, 





That tells me I am gray. 


Mrs. Voosterwuz. 





SPREADING THE NEWS. 


Pooese Birp.—Is n’t that a letter from 
brother George, dear? 

Mr. Birp.—Yes, but I don’t under- 
stand it exactly. Here ’s what he 
says: ‘* Dear Sir: 1 am a little pressed 

for funds just now, but I ll come around 

and see you in a few days, and settle ac- 
count in full.”” Why, the fifty dollars I let 
him have won’t be due for two months yet. 

I have n’t asked him for any money. What 

does he mean, I wonder. 


* 
* * 






Mr. Law.— Here ’s a letter from George, Mother. They ’ve got 
a boy, but he writes a very queer letter, seems to me. Just listen to it. 
“* Well, Old Man.” (The idea of his commencing a letter to me in that 
style.) ‘* Well, Old Man,” he says, “‘ I ’m a daddy — big, bouncing buster 
ofa boy! Ill set’em up ’till you can’t rest when I see you again.” 

Mrs. Law.— Why, the maniscrazy! It is n’t safe for Annie to be 
with him a day, I shall pack up and start for that house to-day,— that ’s 
what I shall do. 


* 
* ok 


Cutaway, THE T ator (40 Boy).— What did you say to Mr. Popper 
this morning? I told you just to leave the note and come right away. 

Boy.—That ’s just what I did, sir. 

Cutaway.— You did, eh! Well, now just see what he says in this 
letter. Listen now, young man, you ’ve probably caused me to lose a 
customer. ‘‘ The boy came this morning,” he says, ‘‘and he’s a good 
one, I tell you! He made plenty of excitement in the house for a while, 
but it ’s all over now, thank heaven!” I guess I’ll pay you your wages 
and let you go, sir. I want a boy that ’Il follow directions. 


4 
* ok 


Mr. Knotr Stowe.— Say, boys! I ’ve just got a devilish queer letter 
from George Popper. Ill read it to you. ‘‘ Dear Sir,” it begins, 
“* Weve got a nice boy, born this morning. Weighs nine pounds and 
two ounces. Annie is so well that it won’t be at all necessary for Mother 
to come!” What do you think of that, boys? Well write him a 
letter congratulating him on the fact that it isn’t necessary for Mother 
to come. Each of us write him one, ch! 

Cuorus.—We will ! 

* * * 
(Scene changes again, ) 

Mr. Georce Popper (¢o Mrs. Porrer).—Well, Annie dear, how do 
you feel now? 

Annit.—Very well, indeed, George. Have you sent away the 
letters ? 

Georce.—Yes, sent ’em all away. But I must n’t stay here and 
excite you. I believe I’m a little bit excited myself. 


Vorris Watte. 





































BURNING QUESTIONS. 


“*Going to have something ?”’ said the oil can to the kerosene lamp. 

“Not this morning,” was the answer, ‘‘1’m pretty full now.” 

**Oh, I see,” said the can, ‘‘ been out all night, eh? Well, will you 
smoke ?”’ 

““Thanks; Ill smoke after supper,” said the lamp. 


MORE APPROPRIATE TO THE _ TIMES. 


Artists of late, with judgement narrow, 
Arm Cupid with a bow and arrow, 
When it would be a great deal cuter 
To load him with a seven-shooter. 

















ONE SENSE ALERT. 





Mr. Woo.sum. — Seen mah kink-brush, yo’ Clarence ? 
CLARENCE.—Nopey: ain’t seen it, but, golly, Pop, I heah’s it ! 
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Our Cook. — Oi hear the childhren comin’ down- 
shtairs fer to wish me a merry Chrishmas ; ’t is a pleasure 
to luk at their purty little faces ! 


THE HIRED MAN’S CHRISTMAS. 


THE GLAD CHRISTMAS SEASON. 


HE HIRED MAN does n’t enjoy Christmas gener- 
ally to that large degree of satisfaction which 
spreads over the land about that time. There 
are several reasons why he does n’t, and why 
he yearly engages in a grand booze, 
which he is discharged the morning follow- 
ing, and is re-engaged ere he leaves the farm. 

He it is who knows the hidden spot 
where dainty moss and greenest cedar grow 
at Christmas time. And he it is who car- 

ries a cart-load of them four miles through the 
woods to the farm, with the thermometer at zero. 


for 


sS Is he invited into the warm sitting-room to help 


forever flowers in the sitting-room with the farmer’s 
ee daughter, while he, the patient 
yey hired-man, greases the best har- 
ness by the light of the kitchen fire. 
\, When the bright moon is gay and the 
snow-crust is a-glitter, the hired man is 
sent to the next county for two ounces 
of blue sugar, to decorate the forthcom- 
ing Christmas cake. When the pump- 
kins in the cellar glow, and the celery 
in the sand turns pale, he is dispatched 
to the town five miles away for 
ten quarts of cranberries to deck 
the dinner-table. 

And he’is madly devoted to 
the farmer’s daughter. 

Also, at strange hours of the 
night he broils his freckled face 
over the kitchen stove, popping 
corn to grace the Christmas tree, 
whose fruits will yield him another 
pair of buckskin mittens and a sky- 
blue necktie. 

Hence he kicks, and rises up 
and goes forth upon every Christ- 
mas Eve to drown his woe at the 
nearest inn, He there engages 
merrily in the frolic with the adja- 
cent farm help until the wee hours 
of Christmas dawn, When he 
awakens, his hair is full of hay and 
his head is grandiloquent in im- 
menesty, 

About forty-eight hours after. - 
ward he wends his way homeward. 

While packing his belongings, the 


farmer comes and save he “can quit.” : 
: ’ NOTHING 


The tired man tasstly mutters some 


me about Spr ne crops, ge d hand im 


an re, 
" me, and ts re engaged But he packs : 
! bdamket and wat 
he we ttens ' ay - Pie 
: ’ Seat he en an . . henare See ey 
> gt teat he teeth and beaks hee (eee seas 6 . 


Neat Seemmmer he “ mews thom « b.. exvmetine 
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festoon the moss and cedar with the preserved 
flowers into wreathes? He is not. The festive visitor 
from the city festoons the green moss and cedar and live- 






















( They had come down chiefly, however, to show those 
funny masks that UNCLE GEORGE had given them.) 


watery grave the farmer’s daughter; the city swain will go hence with a 
void in his heart, and the following Christmas the ex-hired man will 
sit by the tree and take his present, and smile largely, while the stable- 
boy greases the harness by the light of the kitchen fire. 

H. S. Keller 





SAGE STUFFING. 


IGNITY is BECOMING ; but beware of sticking your stomach out in the 
effort to keep square shoulders, lest you become an object of derision. 


AME Is like the waves around a boat. Those nearest to us lift 
their heads loftily, but distance reduces the sea to a dead level. 


ANCIENT SPINSTERHOOD is the flirt’s punishment for contempt of court. 


“ SHEOLosy ” was a foreigner’s revised pronunciation of the word 
jealousy; but he landed in the right place with both feet. 


HE MAN who looks upon a dog-fight with 
horror takes keen enjoyment in a 
tragedy that leaves only supes to bury the 
= dead. Civilization gives us the chance to 
gratify our barbarism with shams. 


HE RAILROAD ENGINEER May not have 
much style about him, but wealth 
and fashion follow in his train. 


HE ‘* PROMINENT CITIZEN,” Ar- 

thur, is the man who lets other 
fellows run the Government for him, 
because he has n’t time to bother 
about it. 


SS 
Ss 


WO HUNDRED YEARS HENCE peo- 

ple will look on the name of 
Broadway as an early example of 
the great American joke. 


SESS 
‘ == SS 


y son, learn to be silent when 

you have said your say. An 
epigram may outlive a ten-volume 
system of philosophy. 


OVERTY IS LIKE FIRE — It makes a 
good servant, but a cruel master. 


HEN OLD FOOLS QUARREL, it is only a 
voung fool who will turn the contest 





into a game of two against one, by trving 


to reconcile them. 


mroarunes May be blessings in disguise ; 
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7 = THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 





MEASLES, WHOOPING-COUGH, ETC. 


OLE BAcHE. — And were you never in love, Miss Dennice ? 
Mat DENNICE. — Never ; but I ’ve had everything else. 
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N OXFORD SCHOLAR, most of whose kinsmen were bishops or cabinet 
A ministers, was shipwrecked in the South Sea. He was the only sur- 
vivor. Clinging to a spar, he was washed ashore, and found himself 

on a small and lonely island — the lucky accident of the wreck. 

The same storm drove a New Zealander, in his catamaran, to ship- 
wreck on the same island. 

The two men were the only human beings on the island. But they 
never met. They remained strangers for this reason : 

A ridge divided the island into two parts. On the southern or 
marshy side the savage had been flung ashore. On the northern or rocky 
side the scholar had been flung ashore. While the savage was one day 
wandering along the ridge, he heard a voice in the air and reverberations 
among the rocks. It was the scholar singing a hymn. The savage thought 
it was a spirit, and would not venture into that part of the island, believ- 
ing it to be haunted. The scholar observed that the opposite side of the 
ridge was chiefly morass and jungle. He did not venture into it, fearing 
that it might be the hiding place of wild animals. 

The savage was afraid of the unreal. The scholar was afraid of 
the actual. If an angel had come to the island, the scholar would have 
conversed with it. Had a wild beast appeared, the savage would have 
attacked it with his spear. 

The savage lived upon roots and berries, and upon fish, which he 
was expert in catching. The scholar lived on a light diet of berries, It 
there had been a Greek root on the island he would have found it; but 
he was unable to trace any ordinary botanical root. Though a master 
of arts, he was hardly an apprentice in the art of catching fish. About 
the only food he had was food for reflection. He soon became very weak. 
One day, in climbing up the rocks in search of food, he fell into the sea 
ind was drowned, 

The New Zealander was stil! alive, and, though a little lonesome, 
was enjoying a great deal of fishing 

The savage survived; the scholar perished. One frre 
ment; the other did not le wae the survival of the frresr 
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There was wet another tenant of the inland. for on thie lowe telan 
there wee one snabe The enabe liwed on the some ede of the tland 





















































































that the savage did. This snake knew even less than the savage. 
He was lazier and more stupid than the savage. By accident 
the New Zealander and the snake met one day and joined in 
combat. It was a contest between the cunning of a savage and 
the cunning of a reptile. The serpent’s tooth proved sharper 
than the Maori’s spear. The snake was better able to live and 
to protect himself against all comers than the savage was. The 
struggle was brief. 

The snake survived ; the savage perished. It was the sur- 
vival of the fittest. 

The island had still another tenant. From the fen in which 
the snake lived rose the Malaria, As the scholar and the savage 
were both dead, there remained on the island only the snake 
and the Malaria. Both were poisonous, But the Malaria was 
more poisonous than the snake. Besides, the reptile’s constitu- 
tion had been somewhat undermined by the Maori’s lance- 
wound. While it was hardly convalescent, the Malaria threw 
down the gage of battle to it. The snake had repelled the onset 
of the Maori, but it could not withstand the attack of the 
Malaria. It fell into a rapid decline, and died. 

The Malaria survived; the snake perished. The Malaria 
fitted the environment better than the snake did. 

Nothing now remained on the island but the Malaria, The 
proud and happy Malaria which shakes people with the ague ! 
But one day an earthquake visited the island. Then there was 
poetic justice. The earthquake shook the Malaria! Indeed, it 
shook the island — trees, rocks, marsh, Malaria, and all — into 
the sea! 

The ocean rolled over the Malaria and its old habitat. 

The earthquake survived; the Malaria perished. The 
earthquake was more at home in the neighborhood than the 
Malaria was, It was the survival of the fittest. 

While the earthquake was still shaking the Malaria under 
the water, there suddenly came a volcano, and it blew the 
island and the earthquake to the four winds! 

The volcano fitted the environment better than the earth- 
quake did. 

The volcano still survives, inventing little islands to puzzle 
the map-makers, possibly getting up spectacular sun-sets, and 
throwing dust into the world’s eyes. 

As every school-boy knows, the survival of the fittest is 
not necessarily the survival of the best: the scholar was good, 
and he was the first to perish. The savage was worse than any 
white man. The snake was worse than the savage. The Ma- 
laria was worse than the snake. The earthquake was worse 
than the Malaria. The volcano was worse than the earthquake ! 
In business —in all kinds of human activity — there is a survival 
of the fittest. But the fittest may be the worst. The business 
rogue may survive his honest competitors. 

An honest man and a rogue go into Wall Street. Which 
will survive ? 

The rogue. 

Why? 

Because he is better fitted tor the environment ! 
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SCENE AT THE PALATIAL MANSION AT 10 P. M. 


WITH SEVERAL BACK-COUNTIES YET TO HEAR FROM. 
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( “— a po nor love me, dear, so much You do not fold me in your arms 
\ eins . ‘ 4 
: a nn As you did long ago, As often as of yore; 
> ; .\ When you used to praise my rosy cheek Your hand once dallied with my curls — J 
It dallies there no more. 


CA And forehead white as snow. 

; You do not rush to kiss that cheek 
With all your old-time fire — 

Perhaps, indeed, it is not now 
‘The cheek that you admire. 


Ill. 
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SPREADING THE NEWS. 


PHorse Birp,—Is n’t that a letter from 
brother George, dear? 
Mr. Birp.—Yes, but | don’t under- 
stand it exactly. Here ’s what he 
savs: ‘* Dear Sir: [am a little pressed 
for funds just now, but | "ll come around 
and see you in a few days, and settle ac- 
count in full.” Why, he fifty dollars I let 
him have won’t be due for two months yet. 

, Ya | have n’t asked him ‘or any money. What 
SSARQQ Gi SUS does he mean, I wonder. 


* 
* * 






Mr. Law.— Here ’s a letter from George, Mother. ‘hey ’ve got 
a boy, but he writes a very queer letter, seems to me. Just listen to it. 
** Well, Old Man.” (The idea of his commencing a letter to me in that 
style.) ‘* Well, Old Man,” he says, ‘‘ 1 ’m a daddy —big, bouncing buster 
ofa boy! Ill set’em up ’till you can’t rest when I see you again.” 

Mrs. Law.— Why, the maniscrazy! It is n’t safe for Annie to be 
with him a day, I shall pack up and start for that house to-day,— that ’s 
what I shall do. 

* ° * 

Curaway, THe TatLor (¢¢ Boy),— What did you say to Mr, Popper 
this morning? I told you just to leave the note and come right away. 

Boy.—That ’s just what I did, sir. 

Curaway.— You did, eh! Well, now just see what he says in this 
letter. Listen now, young man, you ’ve probably caused me to lose a 
customer. ‘* The boy came this morning,” he says, “‘and he’s a good 
one, | tell you! He made plenty of excitement in the house for a while, 
but it’s all over now, thank heaven!” I guess 1’ll pay you your wages 
and let you go, sir. I want a boy that ’ll follow directions. 


* 
* FS 


Mr. Knorr Stowre.— Say, boys! I ’ve just got a devilish queer letter 
from George Popper. Ill read it to you. ‘‘ Dear Sir,” it begins, 
““ Weve got a nice boy, born this morning. Weighs nine pounds and 
two ounces. Annie is so well that it won’t be at all necessary for Mother 
to come!”? What do you think of that, boys? We’ll write him a 
letter congratulating him on the fact that it isn’t necessary for Mother 
to come. Each of us write him one, eh! 

Cuorvus.—We will! 

* c * 
Scene changes again, 

Mr. Georce Popper (fo Mrs. Poprer).—Well, Annie dear, how do 
you feel now? 

Annit.—Very well, indeed, George. Have you sent away the 
letters ? 

Georce.—Yes, sent ’em all away. But I must n’t stay here and 
excite you. I believe I’m a little bit excited myself. 


s Morris Watte. 


Yet deem, not, love, that I upbraid, 
- By your neglect appalled — 


, A For | — I loved you better when 
UGB You were not wholly bald: ; 
y =. And were you as demonstrative 
7 om Pas As when you first did woo — 
<——— I] should despése such idiocy F 
ait on i In an aged gent like you, 


And if I did not know my hair 





Was far past girlhood’s day, 
I well could read it in your glance, 
That tells me I am gray, 


Mrs. Voosterwuez. 


BURNING QUESTIONS. 


” 


said the oil can to the kerosene lamp. 
” 


**Going to have something ? 
“é 4 M4 ” . “ce ’ 7 
Not this morning,” was the answer, ‘‘1’m pretty full now, 
**Oh, I see,” said the can, ‘* been out all night, ch? Well, will you 
smoke ?” 
‘*Thanks; Ill smoke after supper, 


” 


said the lamp. 


MORE APPROPRIATE TO THE TIMES. 


Artists of late, with judgement narrow, 
Arm Cupid with a bow and arrow, 
When it would be a great deal cuter 
To load him with a seven-shooter. 











ONE SENSE ALERT. 


Mr. Woo.suM. —Seen mah kink-brush, yo’ Clarence ? 
CLARENCE.—Nopey: ain’t seen it, but, golly, Pop, I heah’sit ! 
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THE GLAD CHRISTMAS SEASON. 
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Our Cook, — Oi hear the childhren comin’ down. 
shtairs fer to wish me a merry Chrishmas ; ‘t isa pleasure 
to luk at their purty little faces ! 


HE HIRED MAN doesn’t enjoy Christmas gener- 
ally to that large degree of satisfaction which 
spreads over the land about that time. There 
are several reasons why he does n’t, and why 
he yearly engages in a grand booze, for 

= =which he is discharged the morning follow- 
ing, and is re-engaged ere he leaves the farm. 

He it is who knows the hidden spot 

where dainty moss and greenest cedar grow 

at Christmas time. And he it is who car- 
ries a cart-load of them four miles through the 
woods to the farm, with the thermometer at zero. 

A Is he invited into the warm sitting-room to help 

— wi : festoon the moss and cedar with the preserved 

; flowers into wreathes? He is not. The festive visitor 

from the city festoons thé green moss and cedar and live- 
forever flowers in the sitting-room with the farmer’s 









(They had come down chicfly, however, lo show those 
funny masks that UNCLE GEORGE had given them.) ‘ 


watery grave the farmer’s daughter; the city swain will go hence with a 
void in his heart, and the following Christmas the ex-hired man will 
sit by the tree and take his present, and smile largely, while the stable- 
boy greases the harness by the light of the kitchen fire, 

H. S. Keller. 


SAGE STUFFING. 


——_—_ 


IGNITY is BECOMING ; but beware of sticking your stomach out in the 
effort to keep square shoulders, lest you become an object of derision, 


AME 1s like the waves around a boat. ‘Those nearest to us lift 
their heads loftily, but distance reduces the sea to a dead level. 


ANCIENT SPINSTERHOOD is the flirt’s punishment for contempt of court, 


“ SHEOLosy ” was a foreigner’s revised pronunciation of the word 
jealousy; but he landed in the right place with both feet. 


17 daughter, while he, the patient ay HE MAN Who looks upon a dog-fght with 
J (i hired-man, greases the best har- Pel horror takes keen enjoyment in a 
r.' ness by the light of the kitchen fire. nae _ y —_— tragedy that leaves only supes to bury the 
J \ When the bright moon is gay and the ng ge BI A. ail — dead. Civilization gives us the chance to 
snow-crust is a-glitter, the hired man is ~) fad B fa oT : gratify our barbarism with shams. 
sent to the next county for two ounces ] WS / a Sa I , 
of blue sugar, to decorate the forthcom- | “OWN HE RAILROAD ENGINEER May not have 
much stvle about him, but wealth 


ing Christmas cake. When the pump- 





kins in the cellar glow, and the celery f 
in the sand turns pale, he is dispatched p |Z 

to the town five miles away for 
ten quarts of cranberries to deck 
the dinner-rable. 

And he is madly devoted to 
the farmer’s daughter. 

Also, at strange hours of the 
night he broils his freckled face 
over the kitchen stove, popping 
corn to grace the Christmas tree, 
whose fruits will yield him another 
pair of buckskin mittens and a sky- 
blue necktie. - 

Hence he kicks, and rises up 
and goes forth upon every Christ- 
mas Eve to drown his woe at the 
nearest inn. He there engages 
merrily in the frolic with the adja- 
cent farm help until the wee hours 
of Christmas dawn. When he 
awakens, his hair is full of hay and 
his head is grandiloquent in im- 
mensity. 

About forty-eight hours after- ——_— 
ward he wends his way homeward. = : = 
While packing his belongings, the = 
farmer comes and says he ‘‘can quit.” 

The hired man faintly mutters some- 
thing about Spring crops, good hand in 
hay-time, and is re-engaged. But he packs 
away the buckskin mittens and sky-blue 
necktie, grinds his teeth, and bides his time. 

Next Summer he will rescue from a 









NOTHING EXTRAORDINARY. 


THE Major (aé inspection). —1 want to compli- 
ment you, sir, on the faultless manner in which your 
blanket and overcoat are rolled. It is perfection. 

PRIVATE BIMLEY (under his moustache). — Four 
year’s practice in Ford an’ Gaylor’s flannel department 
orter do somethin’ fer a man ! 


and tashion follow in his train. 


el Gee HE ** PROMINENT CITIZEN,” Ar- 
, - a) thur, is the man who lets other 
AYA: / fellows run the Government for him, 
, because he has n’t time to bother 


about it. 


ple will look on the name of 
Broadway as an early example of 
the great American joke. 


y son, learn to be silent when 

you have said your say. An 
epigram may outlive a ten-volume 
system of philosophy. 


OVERTY IS LIKE FIRE — It makes a 
good servant, but a cruel master. 


HEN OLD FOOLS QUARREL, it is only a 
young fool who will turn the contest 
into a game of two against one, by trying 
to reconcile them. 


ISFORTUNES May be blessings in disguise ; 
but it is sad that good things should 
make their appearance under false pretences. 


(CHILDHOOD Is always democratic. The 
snob is made, not born. 


G. E. Hanson. 
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WO HUNDRED YEARS HENCE peo- 
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MEASLES, WHOOPING-COUGH, ETC. 


OLE BACHE. — And were you never in love, Miss Dennice ? 
Mar DENNICE. — Never ; but I’ve had everything else. 











N OXFORD SCHOLAR, most of whose kinsmen were bishops or cabinet 
ministers, was shipwrecked in the South Sea. He was the only sur- 
vivor. Clinging to a spar, he was washed ashore, and found himself 

on a small and lonely island — the lucky accident of the wreck. 

The same storm drove a New Zealander, in his catamaran, to ship- 
wreck on the same island. 

The two men were the only human beings on the island. But they 
never met. They remained strangers for this reason : 

A ridge divided the island into two parts. On the southern or 
marshy side the savage had been flung ashore. On the northern or rocky 
side the scholar had been flung ashore. While the savage was one day 
wandering along the ridge, he heard a voice in the air and reverberations 
ameng the rocks. It was the scholar singing a hymn. The savage thought 
‘t was a spirit, and would not venture into that part of the island, believ- 
ing it to be haunted. The scholar observed that the opposite side of the 
ridge was chiefly morass and jungle. He did not venture into it, fearing 
that it might be the hiding place of wild animals. 

The savage was afraid of the unreai. The scholar was afraid of 
the actual. If an angel had come to the island, the scholar would have 
conversed with it. Had a wild beast appeared, the savage would have 
attacked it with his spear. 

The savage lived upon roots and berries, and upon fish, which he 
was expert in catching. The scholar lived on a light diet of berries. If 
there had been a Greek root on the island he would have found it; but 
he was unable to trace any ordinary botanical root. Though a master 
of arts, he was hardly an apprentice in the art of catching fish. About 
the only food he had was food for reflection. He soon became very weak. 
One day, in climbing up the rocks in search of food, he fell into the sea 
and was drowned. 

The New Zealander was still alive, and, though a little lonesome, 
was enjoying a great deal of fishing. 

The savage survived; the scholar perished. One fitted the environ- 
ment; the other did not. It was the survival of the fittest. 

There was yet another tenant of the island: for on this lone island 
there was one snake. The snake lived on the same side of the island 
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that the savage did, This snake knew even less than the savage. 
He was lazier and more stupid than the savage. By accident 
the New Zealander and the snake met one day and joined in 
combat. It was a contest between the cunning of a savage and 
the cunning of a reptile. The serpent’s tooth proved sharper 
than the Maori’s spear. The snake was better able to live and 
to protect himself against all comers than the savage was. The 
struggle was brief. 

The snake survived; the savage perished. It was the sir- 
vival of the fittest. 

The island had still another tenant. From the fen in which 
the snake lived rose the Malaria, . As the scholar and the savage 
were both dead, there remained on the island only the snake 
and the Malaria. Both were poisonous. But the Malaria was 
more poisonous than the snake. Besides, the reptile’s constitu- 
tion had been somewhat undermined by the Maori’s lance- 
wound, While it was hardly convalescent, the Malaria threw 
down the gage of battle to it. The snake had repelled the onset 
of the Maori, but it could not withstand the attack of the 
Malaria. It fell into a rapid decline, and died. 

The Malaria survived; the snake perished. The Malaria 
fitted the environment better than the snake did. 

Nothing now remained on the island but the Malaria. The 
proud and happy Malaria which shakes people with the ague ! 
But one day an earthquake visited the island. Then there was 
poetic justice. The earthquake shook the Malaria! Indeed, it 
shook the island —trees, rocks, marsh, Malaria, and all — into 
the sea! 

The ocean rolled over the Malaria and its old habitat. 

The earthquake survived; the Malaria perished. The 
earthquake was more at home in the neighborhood than the 
Malaria was, It was the survival of the fittest. 

While the earthquake was still shaking the Malaria under 
the water, there suddenly came a volcano, and it blew the 
island and the earthquake to the four winds! 

The volcano fitted the environment better than the earth- 
quake did. 

The volcano still survives, inventing little islands to puzzle 
the map-makers, possibly getting up spectacular sun-sets, and 
throwing dust into the world’s eyes. 

As every school-boy knows, the survival of the fittest is 
not necessarily the survival of the best: the scholar was good, 
and he was the first to perish. The savage was worse than any 
white man. ‘The snake was worse than the savage. The Ma- 
laria was worse than the snake. The earthquake was worse 
than the Malaria. The volcano was worse than the earthquake! 
In business —in all kinds of human activity — there is a survival 
of the fittest. But the fittest may be the worst. The business 
rogue may survive his honest competitors. 

An honest man and a rogue go into Wall Street. Which 
will survive ? 

The rogue. 

Why? 

Because he is better fitted for the environment ! 


L. H. Tupper. 








THE JUGGLER AT HOME, 


Mrs. PApanti. — Them fish-balls war n’t made to 
practise with, Leopold. 

Pror. PApanti. —I ain’t practisin’; I ’m coolin’ 
’m. They ’re hotter ’n blazes. 
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LADIES’ CALENDAR. 


Not content with starting political 
parties, business enterprises, and clubs 
of her own, lovely but obstinate woman 
has finally decided to construct an en- 
tirely distinct calendar for her indi- 

vidual use. 
The other evening the Social 
Science Sisterhood forwarded a reso- 
lution to Congress, asking that body 
to pass a law doing away with the 
present designation of the different 
months so far as their sex is concerned, 
The Sisters’ petition sets forth 
that while such arbitrary and meaning- 
less names as January, February, etc., 
may do well enough for tiresome com- 
mercial purposes; what /Aey desire is some 
way of fixing dates more suggestive and useful to the 
female mind, For illustration; who ever hears of women saying that 
such or such a thing happened in April or September? On the contrary, 
they usually recall events in a manner something like this: 

** Julia, dear, when was that rich young Skidmore introduced to you? 
Was n't it the Summer you got your pink polonaise ?” 

“Oh, dear, no! Don’t you remember? I met him the day I first 
wore those tight patent-leather ties,” 

**To be sure. It was the same week Annie turned her lavender silk, 
and my Suéde gloves burst at the thumbs, When was his sister married ?”” 

**Let me see — now, when did she? It must have been late in the 
Fall, because I know Aunt Maria had that pimple on her nose, and 
could n’t go to the wedding.” 

“Think so? I had an idea it was just before I worked that shoe- 
bag for Charlie; but I see you are right.” 

Of course, it would be impracticable to enact a new calendar that 
would be applicable to the needs of all women, The new law would 
have to allow each adult woman to arrange one for herself. 

The following is a sample calendar which will be filed in new U. S, 
Female Calendar Bureau as soon as the bill is passed : 
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Cacenpar For Betta Ann Jones. 

January : Month of the Gored Basque. 

February |... .  « « Sealskin Sack. 

“* Deffanderfers Party. 

** Blonde Hair Bleach. 

** Flowers from Ned. 

‘* Handsome Stranger. 
Aunt Emma’s Divorce. 
First Proposal. 

Other Handsome Stranger (Blonde). 
Green Walking Suit. 

Vangoldbug’s Reception. 

Solitaire Ring. 


September... .... as 

October 

November 

EE ee ee 
Derrick Dodd. 





IT COMES BUT ONCE A YEAR. 
Upon arriving gt his studio on Christmas morning, our friend 
inom oo Painter, finds that his model has prepared a gentle 
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PROUD OF ITS IMPEDIMENTA. 
T. CHOLMONDELY KERRIDGE (0/f ‘*Lunnon” ), — But our 
railway carriages are more comfortable than yours, don’t you know. 
PULLMAN A. CARR (of Chicago. )—How are they heated ? 
T. CHOLMONDELY KERRIDGE.—Well — ah! —they ’re not 
heated, don’t you know; but you ought to see the delightful travel- 
ing rugs we carry ! 


SOME OTHER MANSE. 
A.cernon.— When we are wedded, darling, it is my greatest desire 
in life to live at the Old Manse, 
SrepHaniz.— Then, Algy, we can never wed. The old man said 
yesterday that he had one son-in-law on him already, and that he would 
never have another. 


IT WON’T WORK.” 
To the best portrait that could be, 
No owner says, “It looks like me.’ 
O Satirist! your work how vain! 
Go put your pen and pencil by: 
There is not one in Folly’s train 
Looks at your picture with “’T is I.” 


’ 


IN THE BIBLE CLASS. 


“What is the result of Satan’s fall?’’ 
**Men raise the Devil.” 


A NEW MEASURE. 
Eprror.— We pay by the foot. 
Porr (aghast with joy).— The 
poetic foot? 
Eprror.—Yes ; that ’s what 
we call it. Fifty cents for thir- 
teen inches. 


WEATHER OBSERVATIONS. 


Proressor.— As I was saying, 
these air-currents are caused 
by variations of temperature. 
Now, Mr. Jones, what do we 
notice on a windy day? 

Mr, Jones.— Stockings. 


A DILEMMA. 

Mrs. Am Enity.— There ’s 
no use saying any thing more, 
Mr. Am Enity. If we don’t 
speak we can’t quarrel. 

Mr. Am Entry (soothingly). 
—Why, my dear, that ’s just 
exactly what would prove 
that we did quarrel ? 


ABDICATING THE THRONE. 
Mrs. Upron Firatre.—Why do you cry, cook? 
Brivcet (about to be married).—It’s mesilf that ’ll soon be no 
betther off than the rest of yez. 
© WOMAN would ever commit murder if the Jaw’s penalty were 
hanging by the heels, instead of by the neck. 


THE FRUIT OF EGOTISM — The Apple of Your Eye. 
HE ATTENTION of the police is respectfully called to the high-handed 


conduct of the crab. The way in which he uses the side walk is 
outrageous. 
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DEAR MOTHER, 
When the Coach 


From dear old Battery Place 
I hid my face within my hands — 
That is, I hid my face. 
Tom says, (he’s leaning over me 
’T was on his Shoulder, too 
But, oh, I pray you will believe 
I wept to part from You. 





I wept to leave the Scene 
Familiar to my happy Youth, 
(I did love Bowling Green,) 








I wept at Slidell’s Chandlery 
To see the smoak arise — 


”T was only at the City Hall 





























By Mr. Niblo’s Garden, where 


You would not let me go, 














So fast, and yet so slow! 
And so we left behind the Town 
And ere the Sun had set 

















We have not left it yet! 





I know that we are very Wrong — 
Dear Mother, pray forgive ! 

From Sun to Sun ’t is all so sweet — 
It seems so sweet to Live! 

I know the things we meant to do, 
The road we vow’d to go, 

But Tom and I are here, and — oh, 

' Dear Mother, do you know? 


We have not gone to Uncle John’s, 
Though Yonkers is so near — 

We never shall see Cousin Van 
At Tarrytown, I fear. 

Our Peekskill friends, the Fishkill folk, 
And all the waiting rest — 

Tom bids me tell you they may wait — 
(He says they may be Blest.) 


I know ’t is ill to linger here 
Hid in this woodland Inn, 
When all along Queen Anne’s broad road 
Await our Friends and Kin; 
But, Dear Mama, (when I was small 
You let me call you so,) 
’T is such Felicity and Joy 
With Him, Here! Do you know? 
Your IsaBeL. 
P. S.—'Tom sends 
His love. Please write, ‘7 Anow.” 


H. C. Bunner. 





* The sun of Tubby Hook has set 
’T is IVWOOD now —and folks forget. 


XK: THE!R WEDDING JouRNEY —1834, 


And when we rattled up Broadway 


Tom bade me wipe my Eyes. 


| We went, and travell’d up the Hill — 


We reach’d the Inn at Tubby Hook *— 
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The play 
The garlands 
And, when 
You see a littl 





Dame Fiction pens her tablets, 
There ’re a million copies made, 
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Her theme ’s the same by any name ; 
When all is done and said, 

It’s all about a little man 
Who woos a little maid. 
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VERYTHING WAS BRIGHT and cheerful and wintry and cold about 
Dr, Bebus’s Strictly Limited Family Sanitarium up in the 
Saranac woods. The snow was bright, and the sky was cheer- 
ful, and the air was wintry and most people’s feet were cold. 
Dr. Bebus himself might be described in the same way. He 
was overwhelmingly bright and cheerful — when you came 
—and chillingly wintry and cold when you inquired into 
the extras in his bill, at the end of your stay. 

Most of the strictly limited family were out of doors on that fine 
December day. ‘Those who didn’t drive out were driven out by the 
Doctor, who told them that they had come there for the Saranac air, 
and the Saranac air they should have. They got it, too. It was the 
principal article of diet at the Doctor’s table. 

There were only six of us, all told. Three aged persons sat wrapped 
up in furs on the sunny side of the verandah, drawing in the Saranac air 
through respirators, Jack Collins was off, sleigh-riding Miss Belle 
Prendergast, the pretty daughter of the agedest. 1 was loafing around 
the front door, and wondering why I wasn’t where Jack was. 

Jack and-I were (except Miss Belle), the only people who were not 
ap there in a tubercular or bronchial capacity. There was nothing the 
matter with our lungs or our bronchs. We had had a little trouble that 
had sent us into temporary retirement; but it was only with the New 
York police, and had pretty nearly blown over. As it only related to 
throwing a waiter at a policeman, at three o’clock in the morning, after 
a champagne tea, I need not dwell further upon that simple theme. 

I had about concluded to get my gun and go and shoot a moose for 
supper— an idea that had often occurred to me during my stay, but 
that I had never carried out — when I observed two young men approach- 
ing in a sleigh. They were coming from the station, and I gazed upon 
them with interest. Their sleigh drew up at the door, and they got out. 
The three ageds waked up and stared blankly. Dr. Bebus and Mrs. 
Bebus and Miss Bebus came out on the verandah and beamed upon them. 
Miss Bebus had been a sweet thing when ringlets were the go, and she 
hung on to the ringlets and thought she hung on to the sweetness. 


HE DRAMA lifts its curtain, 


And he woos a little maid. 
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The puppets take their places, 
The farce of Life is played ; 
*T is a shifting panorama 
With all the world displayed, 
For you ’re yourself the little man 
Or you ’re the little maid. 
M. A. B. 
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RA TALE OFTHE MNS! Woops - 


I looked at those two men and felt that I could kick them with great 
comfort. One of them had a guitar in a green baize ulster. The other 
had a camera and a tripod. 

While they were unloading their instruments of torture and their 
gripsacks, | saw Jack coming sneaking around from the back of the house. 
Old Prendergast saw him, too, 

“Hi, there, you Mr. Collins! where’s my darter?” 

**Don’t know, sir,”’ said Jack; ‘‘don’t you? I’ve just come in from 
awalk.” 

“With your drivin’ gloves on, eh?” coughed the old gentleman ; 

“‘where’s my darter?” 

“Here I am, Papa,” said Belle, coming up from the other side of 
the house; “I ve just been to the village after the mail.” 

“* Arter him ? —a-a-a-h! ” said the aged, relapsing into his respirator. 
Belle took him away and smoothed him down, and gave him the Weekly 
Tribune to read. It soothes the aged. 

Then the new-comers marched up, and we were all introduced. 
The murderer with the guitar was Mr. Jagworth. The assassin with 
the camera was Mr. Cohee. 

“*Int’rest’d in cameras?” inquired Cohee of Jack, who was study- 
ing the accordion pleats of the machine. 

**Don’t know how to play on it,” said Jack 

“Why, that’s a photographic machine,” said Cohee. 

** Ain’t that a concertina ?”’ asked Jack, 

**'That’s the bellows,”’ said Cohee. 

**Goes by wind, does it?” Jack inquired. 

“*T ’ll explain it all to you some time,” said Cohee, in a pitying way. 
Then he turned to me. 

“‘Int’rest’d in photography ? First rate chance here for good sub- 
jects. Caught a fellow with his arm around a girl, in a sleigh, as we were 
coming up. Got’em from behind — driving like fun. Say, Doctor, send 
down to the station for our trunks, will you?” 

Up to this time, Jack and I had had it all our own way with Miss 
Belle Prendergast. Perhaps Jack had more of his way than I had of 
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mine; but I was playing a waiting game. [I am waiting still; but that blue-print of it, and see how it looks. I guess I focused a little 


is all right. } wrong.” 

Now, however, all was changed. Jagworth’s old man, it seemed, He printed the blue-print, and brought it in, and we all helped him 
had made two or three millions out of hair-oil, Cohee was his particular wash it off. Blue-prints are whitey-yellow first—you wash them in 
friend. ‘They owned the house, to all intents and purposes. cold water, and they turn blue, like a baby. 

The Bebus family bowed down and worshipped them, and old It came out after a while, and we all saw what it was. There was 


the mantel-piece. There was Jagworth, standing up, with his 
arm around Miss Bebus. Jack had given Cohde the same 
plate-holder twice, the same way. I kept that blue- 
print. Here it is: 
**O Mr. Jagworth!” said Miss Bebus, ‘‘ how 
could you take such an advantage!” 
“*Young people w7// be voung peo- 
ple!” said Dr. Bebus, smiling. 
“Well, I wish I may die if I 
ever ’—said Jagworth, 
and there language 
failed him,” 
But language didn’t 
fail old Prendergast. 
**Lemme get out of 
this!’ he shouted; ‘‘I 
have been grossly deceived. 
Lemme get out of a house 
where such goings on are 
allowed. This is a healthy 
Sanitarium! ‘This is a_ nice 
Don Joon you ’ve played on my 
innocent darter and me. Make 
out my bill, you old corrupter! 
I’m goin’ by the ten o’clock train. 
You, Belle, go and pack. I'll git the 
sleigh. Make out my bill, you man- 
oovrin’ cobra!” 
Belle cried; but it was no use. The 
Doctor said he would n’t have any one in 
the house who had so reviled a revelation 
of innocent and natural affection. The Doc- 
tor was proud and easy since he had seen the 
photograph. It came in handy, the following 
spring, in the breach-of-promise case. 
In half-an-hour the sleigh was at the door, and 
Belle in it. Jack and I went out to say good-bye. 
Jack stayed longer than I did. He seemed to have 
more to say. 
Old man Prendergast was inside, settling Dr. Bebus’s 
bill. As I have hinted before, this was not what vou 
might call an off-hand job. They were wrangling over 
the third item — “‘ use of respirator, $7.27”? — when Joe, 
the driver, came in to say that if they waited two minutes 


man Prendergast, with one foot and a half in the grave, act- 
ually chucked his lovely daughter at Jagworth’s head. And 
what seemed to me most remarkable was that Jack, although 
Belle seemed to take kindly to Jagworth and his guitar, 
actually hung on to Cohee just as Cohee hung on to Jag- 
worth. I did a solo act in this concert of admirable 
happiness, and passed most of my time sitting on the 

front fence. 

It was photography all day, and Jack was taking 
lessons of Cohee. He was uncommonly stupid 
about it, and spoiled most of the plates Cohee let 
him develop. Jagworth had n’t much to say for 
himself; he just hung about Belle all day, and 
in the evening he played the guitar until the 
whitewash began to drop-down in flakes off 
the ceiling. 

I was pretty near ready to die when 
one night | heard there was to be a varia- 
tion, Cohee had got some flash powder 
from New York, and was going to 
take us by flash-light. He got his 
three-legged deviltry set up in the 
parlor, where we young folk were 
left to ourselves, now, as much as 
we pleased, There were Jag- 
worth and his guitar, and Belle, 
and Cohee and Jack and Miss 
Bebus, who was making a 
sort of a dead (and buried) 
set at Cohee, and I was 
there, too. 

First he darkened 
the room and flashed 
up the light, and took 
Belle, standing be- 
fore the white mantel- 
piece, and looking too pretty 
for any use. And Jack sat there, 
handing him his plate-holders, as much 
as if he likedit. I could n’t have done that. 
| was out of it; but I could n’t have done that. 

Then he took Jagworth, standing up with his 
left hand on his hip and his right hand on the head of his 
guitar, like the goddess of music. Then Miss Bebus began 


































to curvet, and he had to take her. That made metired, using longer he could n’t catch the train, and there was n’t another 
the same camera for Belle and Miss Bebus, and I went upstairs to bed. until nine o’clock at night. Mr. Prendergast dumped down 

The next morning we were all gathered in the parlor, in our strictly —. his money and started for the door. On his way he met Cohee. 
limited family way, waiting for Cohee to develop the flash-light pict- **T guess you need n’t bother to hurry, Mr. Prendergast,” said he; 
ures, Pretty soon he came out of his dark-room, which was the hall- ‘I’ve taken another photograph. If you will look out of the door, 
closet, with a dead wasp in his hair. He looked puzzled. you "ll just get the subject — instantaneous effect — in the distance.” 

**I can’t make it out,” he said; ‘‘I’ve got Miss Belle all right; I have a blue print of that photograph, too. I have it framed with 


but there ain’t a thing on any of the other plates except one, andI the wedding-cards of Mr. John Coddington Collins and Miss Isabella 
can’t make out what that is. However,” he continued, “‘I’ll take a Haha Prendergast. Here it is: 
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DRAWING THE LINE. VERY STRANGE. 
GotrHam Man.—What? You say you don’t take children in this flat? Evperty Marien Lapy (72 sleeping-car).— Porter, porter! There ’s 
There are a dozen of them making mud-pies on the front stoop at this _a strange man staring at my berth! 
very moment. Crusty Op Bacnetor (s/artled from a doze).— Well, Madam, 
Janrror.— Oh, but that’s different. Them ’s mine. there were a number of strange women staring at mine before I was your 


age, and I did n’t make any fuss about it. 


CiRcustTances atter cases — Especially financial circumstances in 


legal cases. FRECKLES ARE only skin deep; but Beauty is built up from the bone. 
UR BEST AUTHORs cry for an international copyright ; but the rest are «ANY FOOL can make money,” said the counterfeiter, “‘but it takes a 
only mad begause foreign publishers don’t print their books. wise man to dispose of it.” 
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DELIGHTFUL DANCES. 









The kisses that are never kissed, 

Sad poets sing, are sweetest, 
And opportunities we ’ve missed 
Must ever seem the meetest. 


But this is true, whate’er may mar 
The rest of Fate’s bright chances, 
The dances that we sit out are 
The most delightful dances, 


Madeline S. Bridges. 





HE WAS A LEARNER. 


**I see you are not a very expert pickpocket,” said the detective to 
the man whom he had caught in the act. 
“No,” the latter replied, coolly ; ‘‘I am just getting my hand in.” 


SERVED HIM RIGHT. 


Mr. Layman.—See here, doctor, you said there wasn’t any such 
disease as hydrophobia. 

Dr. Scumerz (emphatically). — No, sir, there is not. 

Mr. Layman.— But old Grubbs got it all the same, and last night 
he died. 

Dr. Scumerz (meditatively).—Well, a man who 
goes and catches diseases that don’t exist ought to die. => 








IN AN INTELLIGENCE OFFICE. 


Acent (¢o Femate AppiicantT).— Are you 
married or single? 
Appticant (blushing). — Nayther, Mum; 


Oi ’m engaged. 
HE MULE always puts his best foot 
forward. 


HE MAN who is put to his trumps is 
liable to play the deuce. 


WHISPERERS LEAD a kind of hand to 
mouth existence. 


ATERPROOF CoaTs are all the rage in 
Kentucky — for stomachs. 


HEN IT rains cats and dogs at sea, look out 
for yawls and barks. 


HE REQUEST to pay before you drink is bar 
doubt. 


CHRISTMAS AT SQUANK. 


**A Jo,” saip Op Man Pecuitt, of Squank, ‘I don’t believe in none of 
N this here Christmas nonsense. It ain’t no better ’n a popish 
festival, any way you look at it. Did Moses an’ Aaron, an’ 
Eliphalet an’ Zebedee —- did them characcers celebrate Christmas? [| 
guess not! Be we wiser then they wuz? Do we sot s to know more 
th’n they did? 

“1? tell you who’s at the bottom of all this 
Christmas business, an’ lights, an’ wax candles, an’ 
evergreens an’ things. It’s the Pope o’ Rome! 
Oh, that’s all right — snicker, ye derned smarty ! 
—I know whut I|’m talkin’ about. That man’s 
got his agents an’ travelin’ men in every taown in 
this community, an’ he’s etarnally bent on c’ruptin’ 
our simple republican institootions, Ain’t that so, 
Sile Hoskins? Wa’n’t you in a Romanist church wunst? Wa’n’t it 
all full of picturs, of all sorts of folks? No eend of picturs, eh? Well, 
wuz ther a George Washington among ’em? No? Ora Patrick Henry? 
No? Ora Dan’] Webster? Nary! Don’t tell me/ 

** An’ then this givin’ of presents to children, Derned foolery. Spiles 
the children. Spiles the presents. Costs money — that don’t bring in 
no return, An’ Christmas trees — an’ red ’n’ yaller ’n’ bloo candles — 
jest a clean waste, ’cordin’ to my ’pinion. 

** No, sir, I’m agin the whole cuss¢d nonsense. Whut ain’t popery 

is foolery, an’ this gre’t country ’d be a long sight better off 
ef it wuz shet of the hull business.” 

“But, Mr. Peghill,” said a by-stander: ‘‘ Christ- 
mas is a legal holiday. How do you propose to 
spend it?” 

“*Yaas,” replied Mr. Peghill, ‘‘ Christmas zs a 
legal holiday, an’ I b’lieve in spendin’ it ez such. 
1°m goin’ daown t’ the Corners, to Arkwright’s 

Grocery. You ’d better come, too, Sile. 

Uncle Jake Arkwright ’s goin’ to tap the best 
bar’] of hard cider ’t ever was barr’l’d in 
Squank, an’ they "ll be a turkey-shoot in 
the arternoon, an’ whosoever blows the 
head off’n that turk gits the turk an’ a gal- 
lon-jug er that cider, Harder’n a tenp’ny 
nail. You wanter come, Sile!” 





EAD MEN tell no tales; those that die rich 
don’t need to, Plenty of alleged heirs 
will do it for them. 


HE PEN is mightier than the sword; but 
for opening oysters or military balls 
we ’ll take the sword every time. 


AT THE O’HOOLIGAN’S X-MAS PARTY. 


— KILLEEN.— Oi owe Corkey wan fer com- 
= plainin’ me t’ th’ boss, an’ Oi tink Oi ’Jl busht 
—— his hat whin he ain’t lookin’! 
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*¢ Be hivins ! thot near jarred th’ tathe out 0’ me.” 
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Corkry.— Yez’ll excuse me, Misther Killeen, but Oi sushshpected 
a job like that phin Ci seen ye, and Oi med me preppyrations. 











THE’ CHRISTMAS 





But behold the woes of him who hath 
A selected Ladye-Love — 





He sitteth in the Parlour belowe, Then thinks the bold Sir Bedivere: Then foeth t 
While hys Ladye prinketh above — '- «* Calling be not my forte When the 
Then cometh the Ladye’s little brother, But I will write me a letter brave, A -twanging | 
And merrily cryeth he : As will show I knows how to court.” By hys Lai 
‘*Ma sayeth full oft that thy head is soft ; m And eke he writeth the letter brave, And the icy 
So I prithee let me see; \ And spelleth with so great pain Up hys spi 
For Pa he sayeth thy head is a block — wa ‘That the job he would tackle the + “= « 


It is the bold Sir Bedivere, Now how can them two things be ? . Paynim to shackle, 


N ’ ; 
He blacketh upp hys shoon ; Ere he 'd spell /-«-v again. 
By friction of a Grecian lad ' 
Yclept y® hired gossoon, 
And brushed is he down, from his helmet’s crown, 
And he goeth forth to spoon. 












But still the bold Sir Bedivere, And after y® eleventh step, 


As light as any cork, Her words his ardour cool: 
Inviteth of his Ladye forth, «¢ Me thinks thou orter take a quarter 
To dance with hym y® Yorke. (Or twain,) at dancing-school.”’ 





And yet the bold Sir Bedivere, Recounteth unio all — 
In Barre-roome or in Hall, Until hys friends cry: ‘* Heaven grant . : E 
His Ladye’s praises earnestlee That vnto yovrself you fall.” - 2s, ~~ "Then cometh the bold Sir Bedivere Into y* Tournament, 


And'there unto his trusty Squire, Declareth hys intent. 
*« Please tell them gents up by them tents — ” 
(Thus to his Squire saith he,) 


THE BOLD SIR BEDIVERE’S COURTSHIP 





RISTMAS PUCK. 








Then goeth the bold Sir Bedivefe, 
When the stars begin to peep, 
A-twanging of bis mandolin 
By hys Ladye’s donjon-keep, 
And the icy chills of midwintér 
Up hysspinal column creep. 
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And presently sayeth Sir Bedivere : 
‘¢ If the strychnine crop holds out, 

I make no question, that dog’s digestion 
Wyil thynk it has gott y® gout.” 





“Ill knock their livers and lights to shivers 
nt. At seventeen minutes to three. 
So let them prepare, just where they air, 

For my sausage-machine and Me! eA 


URTSHIP ——A MIDDLE-AGED LOVE 


STORY, 
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) 
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Then goeth Sir Bedivere to y® Ball, 

To y® Ball forth fareth he; 
Where getteth a Knight away with him, 

In amorous rivalree. 
‘* But what she can see” (thus quoth Sir B.,) 
In that knock-kneed, wall-eyed fiddle-de-dee, 
Is a dernéd sight more than / can see!”’ 






Which, shortly after, Sir Bedivere styckynge plaister i iv 
Said: ‘* Take me to my quarters arnyca ii vi 
And I rather guess, to the gents of lodnum iv vi 
the Press, Reet Pay, vill iv 
7 ” 
Say I don’t see no reporters. SQUILLS, anellecuge. 





And yet the bold Sir Bedivere 
Undaunted courteth he, 

And at the solemn midnight hour 
HER father cometh to see 

If buckwheat cakes his fancy takes 

The breakfast for to be. 





Wy Mal oN 

Who hustleth Destiny too hard To him will Destiny yield; \“~7a 
And the bold Sir Bedivere he wins A race without a field. 

«* Bless you, my children!” said his Sire, And his Soul reviewed the past: 
«* Had this chump not stayed, she ’d have been an old maid — 

This trip was Matilda’s last!” 





Rave THE First, 




























































ARLEY was vDEAD, ‘There was ro doubt about that. Nobody 

had expressed or implied or suggested or hinted or imti- 

mated any doubt about it; and, as a matter of fact, there 
was no doubt. And so that left Booge alone to carry 
on the great business of Booge and Barley. 

A jovial old fellow was Booge. An open-souled, 
hearty, free-handed, cheery, generous old boy as ever 
wore a chain-cable watch-chain, 

You ought to have seen him as he stood in his 
dingy little office on Christmas Eve, surrounded by 
all the presents which he had bundled up to send to 

fy is his friends ahd relations, young and old, smiling over 
wt) i} Vl) ae Y the top of the pile, like an amiable rioter over a barri- 
iL) |: cade, at his fat little clerk, Bob Batchit. 

‘# “*Now, Batchit,” he said, beaming in a way that 
would have sent a lighthouse distracted with envy, ‘‘] 
think they ’re all here. ‘There’s the Mechanical Bear for 
Johnny, and the Real Railroad for Sam, and the French Doll, 
four feet high, for Emily, and the Satin Workbasket for Jane, and 
the — oh, yes, I’d forgotten — here’s a silver mug — just plain 
silver, with a few little diamonds thrown in, for your own little Tiny 
Jim — and there’s a gold tobacco-box for yourself, my good fellow, and 
a set of pearls for Mrs, Batchit— bless her soul —and there, be off, now, 
and don’t let me see a sign of you for three days —three whole 
days, you hear! Isn’t it Christmas time Merry, Merry 
Christmas time, Bob Batchit ?”’ 

And so Booge shut up the office and went off home. | 
Booge’s home was just like himself — a cheery, com- |! 
fortable, cosy apartment, with a warm fire burning 
in the little sitting-room, just as Booge’s generous 
heart burned in his comfortable bosom, 

And yet, as he gazed at the fire, Mr. Booge 
started. He didn’t believe in spirits, except in 
good old Cognac; but he could have sworn 
that he saw Jacob Barley’s face looking up 
at him from the lump of cannel coal in the 
grate. And very soon Jacob Barley’s body 
came out of that grate, and then Jacob 
Barley’s legs, and Jacob Barley, just as he 
was in life, except for a chain about his 
ankle, with a great big plum-pudding, heavy 
as lead, at the end — Jacob Barley himself 
stood before Booge. 

““Who are you?”’ cried Booge, ‘‘ and 
what are you come for?” 

**T am the spirit of Jacob Barley,’ 
returned the figure, ‘‘ who died ten years 
ago to-morrow of apoplexy, the result of 
over-eating, of a silly and needless gluttony. 
I am come to save you from my fate. Listen, 
for my time is short on earth. I leave you in ~- —> 

the hands of a guide. Follow him — obey him. 

If it be in any power to change your heart, he will co it. Farewell.” 
He vanished through the fireplace, leaving Booge to confront a still 
stranger figure. The form and features were those of a young child; but 
the red face, with its purple veins, the distended eyes and the enormous 
paunch, spoke of an overted old age. 

“Who are you?” asked Booge. 

**T am the Spirit of Christmas Present.” 

““T seem to know you,” said Booge, thoughtfully. ‘‘ But where is 
the Spirit of Christmas Past?” 

“He is dead.” 

** And of Christmas Yet to Come ?”’ a 
**He would scare you stiff,” said the Spirit. ‘‘Come!” 





” 


» 


Rave THE SEcoND. 

" Taking Booge by the hand, they floated out of the 
window, and in a minute Booge felt himself suspended in 
air, looking straight through the ceiling of a gorgeous room, 
just as if the ceiling were not there. 

He saw a fair-haired little boy, elegantly dressed, 
reclining on a sofa. He might have been seven or eight 
years old. Around him lay boxes of bonbons, mechani- 

cal horses, mechanical cows, mechanical tigers and lions 

and lambs and zebras and camels and yellow dogs, and 
more other strange creatures than Mr. Barnum ever 
dreamed of getting into his menagerie; to say nothing 

at all of dozens of other toys and presents of all kinds 
that were n’t mechanical. And the little boy, whose 
face was very pale and pasty, as though he ate too much 
candy, burst into tears, as Booge looked at him, and cried: 

*€Oh, I’m so tired of it all!” 

“* This,” said the Spirit, ‘‘is what seven Christmases have done for 
that little boy. Did you say any thing?” 

*«] thought I recognized a Mechanical Bear,” said Booge, humbly. 
“*Come! ” said the Spirit. 
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A CHRISTMAS SNARL. 


Rave THE THIRD. 

They were in a comfortable, neatly furnished house. The master 
and mistress of it, a young married couple, sat at opposite ends of the 
room and looked at the Christmas presents they had received. The hus- 
band had received a smoking-jacket, although he never smoked. For the 
same reason, somebody had given him a meerschaum pipe. He had also 
received Gibbon’s *‘ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” which he 
woulg have felt it a positive Decline and Fall, on his own part, to read, 
The wife had a pair of vases so artistic that she could not bear the sight 
of them; a beautiful chair which nobody, by any possibility, could be 
conceived of as sitting in, and a sealskin muff, which was her fourth, and 
sealskin was out of fashion at that. And then there were loads and tons 
and heaps and masses and mad accumulations of things that had been 
given to them both, in a hap-hazard way. 

** Disappointing ?”’ said the wife, interrogatively, after a long silence. 

“*Yes,” said the husband. ‘It seems a sordid thing to do; but I 
have done it. f have estimated, roughly, the value of the whole lot. It 
is very much less than we have spent on our presents. We are out, as 
well as I can judge, a very considerable sum of money. And as business 
is going now, we can ill afford it.” 

**And yet,”’ said his wife, ‘what can we do? For you know that 
we must give all those people presents, We can not afford to neglect 
them at Christmas,”’ 

Booge shivered. It seemed to him that he had seen the 
pair of artistic vases before, 
**Come!”’ said the Spirit. 


Rave THE Fourtn, 
**Look down,” 
you see,”” . 
**1 see,”’ said Booge, with a shiver, ‘* what 
I suppose is a children’s party. The little girls 
are dressed in silks and satins and veivets. 
The little boys are imitating their elders, 
the blasé swells. Now they are going to 
supper. They are eating sweets and pa/é- 
de-fotes-gras. And now the scene has 
changed. I see a weary man in a coupé. 
He goes from door to door. He has a 
little medicine case in his pocket, and a 
prescription-pad. I know that he is a doc- 

tor, Spirit, take me hence.” 


said the Spirit, ‘and tell me what 


Rave THE Firrn, 

Once more they stopped within a room. 

It was a dining-room, and there were many 
people seated about the long table. They 
were all eating and drinking, and the things 
they were eating and drinking seemed to 
Booge very, very good. And yet over all of 
them there was a gloom, a sort of great, big, heavy 
gloom, that everybody could feel: a gloom that was 
as solid as the heavy silver salt-cellars, and as perva- 

sive as the smell of the sage and onion stuffing in the big turkey. 

The guests spoke very little, so that most of the time there was an 
awkward silence at the table. And when they did speak, it somehow 
seemed as though they said just the things they ought not to have said, 
and old wounds were laid bare, old animosities awakened, old sorrows 
and griefs and ephemeral angers called to mind. 

** What, in Heaven’s name, is this?”’ asked Booge. ‘‘Is it a funeral 
feast ?”’ 

**No,” said the Spirit, with a smile; ‘but I do not wonder that 
you ask. It is a Family Dinner. The host and hostess, moved by the 
sentiment that attaches to this day, inspired by old. traditions, have 
invited to their board all those friends and relatives whom they 

never see during the rest of the year, because they never want to 
see them. Here they are, uncongenial to their hosts, uncongenial 
among themselves. Each one may have his or her friends; but 
‘i here they are bound only by ties of meaningless con- 
= sanguinity or mistaken acquaintance. They are not hav- 
4 ing a good time, and their hosts are not having a good 
} time. They are brought together for no earthly reason 
J founded in friendship, in appropriateness, in common-sense, 
J They are here because it is Christmas, and because Christmas 
is the time for family parties.” 
‘Spirit!’ cried Booge in abject horror and desperation, 

“let me not think how often I have passed through that ageny 

of degradation. ‘Take me hence!” 


Rave THE SIxTH. 
*‘I have shown you something,” said the Spirit, ‘‘of the 
Degradation of Christmas. There is more to be seen. Is there 


any place to which you would be guided?” 


“There is, Spirit,” murmured Booge, faintly: “‘there is an esti- 
mable Hebrew family with which I am acquainted. J will show you 
where they live. Take me there, for my heart fails me.” 

In an instant they were in a French basement house, finished in hard 
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MISLED CRITICISM. 


Mks. DE STRESS (who has received a plum-pudding from England ).—What do you think of that, Egmont ? 
MR. DE STREsS (who thinks it’s a hat).—Well, it Il be a blamed sight more becoming than the one you wore all Summer. 


wood. ‘The happy Hebrew family were gathered about the centre-table. clders met, according to their several likings, and made a fair and happy 
The children were playing on the floor. All were peaceful and contented; holiday. You see now to what, vulgarity, the desire of display, and a 
and yet there was an expectant hush, as if they were waiting for some- _ silly sentimentality have brought this dear old day. You have, inno- 
body who would soon be there. cently, no doubt, and with the most honest intention, aided greatly in 
“*It was nearly dime for Uncle Isaac,” said bringing about this state of things. Have you learnea your lesson?” 
the Eldest Daughter, with her dark eyes “*] have, Spirit!” cried Booge, as he stretched out 
sparkling. his arms in agony; ‘‘and from this day forth I will 
And even as she spoke, Uncle Isaac try to practice it. I will endeavor to keep Christ- 
came in, with his handsome black whiskers mas as a sensible, rational holiday, and not to 
shining with brilliantine, and his glossy make it a season of extravagance and purse- 
black wig all askew upon his head. proud ostentation, serving only to dazzle 
“‘Merry Ghrismuss!”’ he cried ; the young with unwholesome luxury, 
““come here, shildren, un’ see dot bee- and to enforce upon grown men and 
youtiful doll I got for liddle Rachel, women an artificial gayety that may 
un’? dot fine valking aylephant tor be far from what they would natur- 
Chacob ally feel. Only tell me how I may 
“Spirit!” cried Booge, ‘‘take best accomplish this end!” 
me home. I can bear no more!” **Go,”’ said the Spirit, as it grad- 
ually faded away, and got to look 
more and more like a bedpost, ‘‘go 
to Patagonia!” 

And then it faded quite away, and 
Booge sat up, looking straight at bis 
bedpost. 

**I will go there!” ke said to 
himself. 

And so say we, every one! 

Charles Kickens, 
per H.C. B. 





Rave THE Last. 

It was not a second before he 
was in bed. The Spirit stood sternly 
before him, and spoke in a kind, yet 
severe tone. 

““You have seen,” it said, ‘‘ how 
a beautiful holiday has been profaned 
and spoiled by shallow vanity and 
foolish indulgence. «You have seen 
children robbed of the joys of child- 
hood, taught too early a deceptive 
lesson of luxury, made wise before 
their time with the wisdom of utter 
foolishness, You have seen grown 


” 


HE WAS A VICTIM, HIMSELF. 


men and women aiding to carry on this Customer (fo Boss Barper).— Why don’t you get a 
mad riot of extravagance and ostentation, decent hair-cutter? Here you have six men, and not one of 
spending more than they can afford, bartering the kindly generosity of a them can suit me! 

more wholesome time for a sordid lottery of interchanged gifts. When Boss Barper.— Yes; I know it is a little unpleasant. I’m 


you were a boy, Christmas was Christmas. The children received trifling going to have some better hands soon, I ’ve been obliged to get 
presents — treasured’ because Love gave them, and not Custom — the my own hair cut outside all this Winter. 
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Swowinc Various anp Severna Mempers or THE Famity in °/e with Various anp Severat Revatives anv Frienns. 





1. 


Dr. Mrs. Hosractes, 7x “*/. with Mr. Hosraces. 
18S. $ 1880. $s 


Dec. 25 | To 1 dressing- By 1 silk gossamer water- 


With Vartous and Several Comments on the Vartous 


and Several Transactions, 





Cr Dr. Mrs. Hostaces, 22 */. with her Gov-paucHTer’s MoruHer. Cr. 
ae 


1880. $ 1880. $ 
Dec. 25 | To 1 imitation By 1 Christmas card.... | © | 5 





BOWE asc s 0 20 | 00 proof ...........-- 20 | CO Faience en © | 97 
ComMENT, éy Mrs. HosraGes. — 7he usual ie COMMEN r éy Mrs. Hosracres. — /’d never 
thing. stood God-mother to that child if I’d known 
(Ss , how her mother would try lo impose on mle. 
Il. Sw She must needs senda a Vase, when I sent her 
" j TTRY 2, P “Ts S-car wh 7 was /, 
Dr. Miss Mamie Hosraces, ¢# ¢/.. w7th Miss Maup Hostaces. Cr. AY just a simple Christmas-card, which was all 


Dec. 25 | To 1 sagin hand- By 1 satin hand-painted 









































that was necessary, Vase, indeed! It was 





















































painted fan... | 7 | 50 PR sicnuwnwnse caas 71.5? india —— = ie or 
Comment, éy Botu. — We struck the same know where it came from: 
bargain. VI. 
Ill. Mr, avd Mrs. Hostaces, 2x “/. wrth Mary Ann Durcan, 
: : Dr. SuPERANNUATED Nurse. Cr. 
Dr. Maoaen Joumwy Seavaawn, de “/- wits — wena Cr. Dec. 25 | To Over- By 1 calico-covered com- 
Dec. 25 | To Nothing .... | 0 | 00 | By 1 chamois-skin pen- | | flowing “fortable ............ 21 <0 
WIPer ...----eeee ooo | O7} 10 Grati- 
ComMENT, 4y Mrs. HostaGes. — Aunt Maria | | tude... | 1,000,000 | 00 | | 
never would notice that boy, but that’s no | CoMMENT, 4y MARY ANN DurGAN, — Av’ is it 
reason why he should n't be civil to her— a calico comfortable, an’ me nussed tw’ ry wan 
and she so rich—she really might do some- 0 their fotve, an’ them rowlin’ in wealth ! 
thing for the poor child ! | Was it for this I brought up me own Mickey 
: | out of a tin can, an’ gev them the best 0° me 
IV. for twinty-foive dollars a month ? 
Dr. Mrs. Hostaces, 22 ¢/. wth AUNT Maria. Cr. 
Dec. 25 | To1Christmas | | By 1 antique - brass | Vil. . 
card, envelope foot-warmer........ | 25 | oo || Dr. Mr, and Mrs. Hostaces, zx */. wrth their Evpest Son. Cr. 
| and postage.... | © | 05 Dec. 25 | To 1 antique By 1 walking-stick...... 2| 25 
Comment, éy AunT Maria, — Vasty, time- oak sideboard | 225 | 00 
serving creature! She thinks I’m going to CoMMENT, éy the Eipest Son, — Blew in the 
leave my poor father’s hard-earned money to last cent of my credit to make myself solid 
one of those children of hers! The idea! with the old folks. 225 for that sideboard. 
Got a walking-stick. Bought one just like it 
yesterday — $2.25. Is Life Worth Living ? 
VIL. 


Mr. and Mrs. Hostaces, 77 
Dr. 
Dec. 25 | To Shoveling 


, Ti enascscs. pe 











@/. with SMatt Boy on THE SIDEWALK, 


Cr. 


By Christmas Enthusiasm 00 
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25 
COMMENT, éy ¢#e SMALL Boy ON THE SIDE- 
WALK. — O/d Gent give me a dollar, and 
did wt want no change. If I don’t have 
apple dump, pienty er both, (wot’s dat? — 
apple dumplin’, hard sauce an’ soft, too,) 
tapioker pud’n’, an’ er cup er cawfee, me 
name’s MUD. Oh, Christmas is de boss day, 
an’ don’t yer forget it! 
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joy SO MUCH ALIKE AS THEY SEEM he 
Reward of Merit and the Merit of Reward 


Crosse & Blackwell's 
FRESH FRUIT JAMS, 


Made from English Fresh Fruits 
AND REFINED SUGAR, 


ARE SOLD BY ALL GROCERS 


IN THE c NITED S' STATES, Ge 


CALLUP NOVELTY WORKS. 
WP. VAN SILER: Proprietor, ewe unex, exrea coaun 


Ya TROY, N. ¥., — 
ANPOR TONERS of = » 
react a LARIES AND GENTS’ UNER COLLARS aND curs | 


Boctom, 2 Senemer Street; Raltiewre, M Sharp Street: 
Ouiaba, eh & Pareem Sta New York, § Greeee Sa. 


i 





” @VERTON 
SSTENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS — The Account 
of the Prize-Fight. 
EF'ACTS. 
. 
Nudis 








xr, AS Ween as Nature, has its compensa- 
tions, ‘The book which is not worth reprint: 
ing becomes in time a rare literary curiosity, 


rear seier's Guost — The In-specter of 


Customs, 


Wiates Pilta,— Great Knglieh Gout and Rheumatic Remedy Cure, 
Prompt and Bileetive, At drugatete 


A WHOLE WINTER'S FUN. 


For parlor amusement there ie ne equal to the new “Game of Politics; 
or, Rave for the Prestdeney’’ Played en a fielding board in four caleen, 
with pack of 48 cards. [tie not for younger ehildren, but for boys and girls 
of gravmar eehoo! age, and adults, Tt is the moet entertaining, amusing 
and exetting of home games Atall toy stores, 81.00. Sentany where inthe 
U.S. prepaid, on receipt of 81:25 vy REED TOY CO, Leominster, Mase. 


GENIUS 


SPARK OF 
and Juliet. 

















HENRY LINDENMEYR, 
PAPER WAREHOUSE, 
Nos, 15.8 17 ReexMan Street ty 
Rranen, St, 38,39.837 Bast Houston St. § ew Yous 


Quit LA ROCHE 


The Great French Tonic. 


A WONDERFUL COMBINATION 


or 
PERUVIAN BARK, IRON 
AND 
CATALAN WINE. 
It has been used in France for twenty-tive vears, and 
-xceeds in popularity any other French preparation, 


It prevents Malaria, Cures Malarial Fevers, tones up 
the system, and invigorates the life. 





tt is sold universally, or by 


E. FOUGERA & C0., 


IMPORTERS, 


30 NORTH WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK. 


FACTS. 
Verbis. 


A HIGH CLASS CHAMPAGNE. 





Piper-Heidsieck, Sec, 


is as good as any Wine 


imported, and is sold in 


these United States by Importer, Wine Merchant, 


Grocer, and Restaurateur at less 


other brand: id est. 


profit than any 


Better Value to Consumer. 


FACTS. 


FACTS. 
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Shakspere’s ‘Romeo | 





THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Aro at Prosent the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists, 
Warerooms : 149, 161, 155, 155 B. 14th St., N.Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


sake +» 1318 _Cheatnut St. 


"236 tate Str 
8 5 lon fut B'd'g. 


'o. ee 1123 Main Street. 
Scalskin Garments 
Leading Fashionable Furs, 
WHOLESALE and RETAIL. 
Specialty made of Gentlemen's Fur- 


lined Overcoats, Caps, Gloves 
and Sleigh Robes 


1¥4 Weat 49d Street, 
and 103 Prince Street, 


Now Work. 7: 
Pashion Bools ranilecdt Pree 


“HE BLACKMAILER’S 
Love-lies-bleeding, 


THE SUN TYPE-WRITER. 


Price, 
Twelve Dollars. 


AMAR 





FAVORITI FLOWER 


A Perfect Machine, 
Durable, Rapid, Complete. 
If you think it is too cheap to be good, o Oobp 
with privilege of examination, ind if not satistactory, return it by 
merely paying express charges both ways 


THE SUN TYPE-WRITER CO,, 


No. 319 ee 
Entrance on Thomas St. 03] NEW YORK. 


Best Made Agents Wanted 
Clreulars Free 

J, ULLRICH & CO. 
106 & 108 


Fountain, 81.50 
Liberty St., N.Y 


Stylo, S100, 
The Best Tonic tor All Kidney Troubles. 


= SWAN GIN! 


PRESCRIBED BY EMINENT PHYSICIANS *o06 
SOLD BY PRUGGISTS, GROCERS AND DRALERS, 


They Have Stood the Test of Time 





rder one sent ¢ 











BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


AMERICAN VIEWS, 


~ILENCE IS GOLDEN,” said the wit who wrote 
and sold his ind sold his joke, instead of telling it. 


GIC ae ee . ™ 


LA E 
Sale and Wanted, 
soo Filbert St.. 


AND MADE, 














Souvenir Albums.} List free. A. 
Wittemann. 60 Reade st.. N. ¥ 








Organe ttes, Photo, Outfits Steam 
ines. Electric Mechanical No 
e. Catalogues Free 
++ Philadelphin, Pa. 








MARBACH & L o.. 
GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


EPPS’S COCOA 


BREAKFAST. 

“‘ By a thorough Knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
the operations of digestion and nutritic yn, and by a careful appli 
cation of “¥ fine properties of well-se lected Cocoa, Mr. Epps 
has provided our breakfast tables with a delic ately rr bey 
erage which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by the 
ious use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be 






ju 

gradually built 1 upt until strong enough to resist every tendency t 
disease. Hund ireds of subtle maladies are floating a ound us ready 
to attack wherever there is a weak point. We i escape many 


a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a proper! y nourished frame.”’ — Creil Service Gazette. 
Made simply with bo water or milk. Sold only in half 
pound tins, by Grocers, lled thus : 
JAMES EPPS & Co., Homeopathic Chemists, 
London, England. 649 
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Dniversally Conceded the Best Made, 


IRKEKSPECTIVE OF PRICE, 


- Actual Shape, 
Reduced, 





Actual Shape. Reduced. 


/ FRONT. 


VERY LONG HEAD 


N. ESPENSCHEID’S 
Celebrated ‘‘NEW YORK’ Hats. 
118 wassau streer. 18 


Extremely Stylish Hats for Young Men Always 
A SPECIALTY. 


NB The above illustrations show the necessity, in order to 


VERY ROUND HEAD 


obtun a“ perfect fitting bat,’ of mentioning more than simply 
the size of head, Full Directions “ How to Order,"’ prices, ete, 


sent on application, 





Diagonal, 
and Plain 


Cheviols, 


Overcoats to 
Order from 
$78.00, 


MWeltons, Montagnacs, 
Vicunas, 
Dr ving 
Coats, 
CM.; CLL. 


Aerseys, 
Beavers, 


(hinchtllas. 


ull 


Sumples and { ‘i 
, ty _ 


el/-measurement 


rules matled on application, 


a5 4 ° 777 Broadway, 
Sowery, \. ) Cor, oth Street 


A PARIS MADE CORSET 


THE Faultless in Shape 


CAMARO 


Highest in Quality 


In 10 models and a special shape for equestriennes. 
SHORT AND LONG WAISTED, 
MADE OF 
GRAY ANID WHITE FRENCH COUTIL AND 
BLACK SATEEN 

















The sale of the above Corset has steadily increased since it 
was introduced by us two years ago, and it is pronounced the 
most comfortable and best-titting Corset imported. It is made in 
Paris expressly to our order, and its sale in the United States is 
confined exclusively to our firm. 


Mail orders receive prompt attention. 


DARLINGTON, RUNK & CO 


1126 & 1128 CHESTNUT ST., PHILADELPHIA, 









aE 


55 W. 23d STREET 


R. H. MACY & CO,, 


SIXTH AVE., THIRTEENTH TO FOURTEENTH ST. 


Our new salesrooms on the Third Floor, reached by three, passenger 
elevators, contain attractive bargains. 


UPHOLSTERY, 


Third Floor — Reached by Elevators 

In this department we are showing a 

class of goods, heretofore sold only by a 

few exclusive dealers at fancy prices; 

these goods are offered at our Popular 

Prices, which means a saving of from 
20 to 30 per cent, to purchasers, 


HARNESS, SADDLERY 
AND STABLE REQUISITES. 


Third Floor — Reached by elevator 
WE QUOTE IN PART: 


SINGLE HARNESS, from $6.24 upward to the finest that 
can be produced 
DOUBLE HARKNESS, from $49.99 upward to the finest that 

can be produced 
SADDLES, from $4.38 up to $53.13. 
LADIES’ SADDLES, from $8.13 up to $73.36. 
BRIDLES, complete, 58e. up to $9.99, 
BITS, 36¢. up to $3.44. 
WHIPS, 53e. up to $13.44, 
HALTERS, 24c. up to $4.74. 
OUR OWN MADE GOODS, manufactured under the per 
mal wanes ion of Mr. P. H. Comerford, are unsurpassed, if 


seated »y anv made in this or anv other country 


R.H. MA 


ORIENTAL GOODS. 


Third Floor 
Our own tmportation, at pum 25 to 
40 per cent, less than similar goods can 
be purchased for elsewhere. 


TAKE ELEVATORS FOR THIRD FLOOR 
AND SEE ONE OF THE WONDERS 
OF THE AGE, 


Dress Fitting to Perfection by 


POLLOCK’S 
GARMENT-FITTING = FRAME, 


insures an absolute fit every time. The beauty ix 





that a lady is fitted over her dress without removing a garment 


Phis fitting process scarcely occupies more than five minutes, 
ind perhaps another five minutes will be consumed in trying on 
the lining on the following day, when it will be ready for delivery; 
f we are very busy it may take two days to complete it. This, 
iowever, is told the lady at the time she is fitted, and hence she 
will Know exactly when she may call. The process ts tantamount 
to enveloping a lady in a plaster cast, in which the waist is, 80 to 
speak, moulded, and hence there is absolutely 1 possibility of 
turning out any thing buta perfect model of the form in every 
detail 

4 procures a lining with sleeves basted, we furnishing the 
material, or for $1 we will cut a lining and the cloth, and baste 
loth on lining, we furnishing the material for lining and yo 
the cloth 

a 





SULLIVAN, DREW & CO., 


Leading Importers and Wholesale Dealers in 


FREN Cra 


MILLINERY GOODS, 


600 & 602 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


























OPEN FROM 11 





ALWAYS USE 





FOR SALE BY ALL STATIONERS 


ESTERBROOK & CO., 26 JOHN ST., N. Y. 
te INS REIN RN EMER NEE 






@ 1 GREATEST INVENTION or 


pVery 5 SAIHE AGE“? ve 
; FAMILY sHouLo HP NCANS 
=e EER put an One POUR pre Can. 


<a F. WHITMAN & SON, 


“+ INVENTORS AND SOLE MAN’FS. ~~ PHILADELPHIA.-: 
yu 





1m 





NEWARTICLES FOR PRICE 0) 
Self-inking Pen-Pencil ane ONE 


with your name in beautiful type for print 
ey Gaskin linen, books, etc., and our sew 
Wizard 





« Ingersoll Bros. 45 Fulton St. 5.Y. City. 774 


SCHALI. & CO., 
IMPORTERS, MANUFACTURERS 


AND 
JOBBERS OF ARTICLES 


FOR 


CONFECTIONERS, CAKE BAKERS, 
HOTELS, RESTAURANTS AND CATERERS 
61 Barclay Street, New York. 6u? 


TO 11; SUNDAYS 1 TO 11, 











SERS SS SS SS SSS isi ee AANA Sa eu Son 
DEN WAX TABLEAUX.— ART G. { LLERY.— ERDELY INACZI'S HUNGARIAN ORCHESTRA, 





MUSEE 
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The Great Austro-Hungarian Divertisement of Dancing, Club Swinging, Fencing, Tableaux Vivants, 
Admission, 30 Cis, Childrens 43,fite 


BY A SELECT COMPANY OF 16 BEAUTIFUL LADIES, — 











NTT 
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“yilk 1%, 























Discovered at St. Helens, England, A. D. 1839, Beecham’s Pills 


have been steadily growing in public favor ever since, and are now nine times more used in England than 
all other principal patent medicines put together. They are undoubtedly the most marvelous antidote yet 
discovered for bilious and nervous ‘disorders and stomach troubles, and are a specific for sick headache, 
indigestion, constipation and disordered livers. No home in America need be without this famous and 
inexpensive remedy, for although they are proverbially pronounced to be “Worth a guinea a box,” they 
can be obtained of any druggist for 25 cents; or, if not, from the Sole Agents for the United States, 


B. I. Atten & Co., 365 Canal Street, New York City, who will forward them to any address upon 


receipt of price. 
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A COMIC CONTFMPORARY never returns reject- 
ed MSS. It prints the rejected ones and 
returns all others. 


~ Bright eyes, healthy complexion, and a vigorous system re sul 
from using Angos tura Bitters. Sc sle manufacturers, Dr, J. G 
Siegert & Sons. At all druggists. 


THE DR. JAEGER’S 


SANITARY WOOLEN SYSTEM CO,, | 


827 & 829 Broadway, New York. 


BRANCH 1199 Broadway, (W. U, Building,) New York. 
HOUSES: J 366 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, NY. 


Eanxest Benoen, 
Vice-President, 








Hermann Scrarrrer, 
President; 


Note our ‘Trade M: irk closely ! 


We beg to call attention to our Complete Assortment of 


THE DR. JAEGER 





SANATORY, 
FALL AND WINTER, 


UNDERWEAR, 


MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN. 
The genuine sanatory goods are manufactured under the super- 
vision of Dr, Jaeger and sold by the above-named Company and | 
their authorized agents only. | 
Send for explanatory, descriptive and illustrated Catalogue 
and price list, free by mail. 
Garments made to order, a specialty. 
Mail orders promptly attended to 
Dr. Jaeger’s Sanitary Woolen System C o. 
bidakd & 829 Broadway, New York. 











A USEFUL HOLIDAY PRESENT. 


44 


RECEIVED HIGHEST AWARD PARIS EXPOSITION 1889. 


PEN READY FOR USE. “OCTAGON 





= 


VIEW OF TOP FEED. 





VIEW OF PEN CLOSED. 


A DOUBLE-FEED FOUNTAIN 


CAW’S INK & PEN CO., 157 Broadway, N. Y. 





CasTILE soap — T rhe Y oung King of Spain. 








This Heart is stamped on the 
inside of the best Congress Shoes. 
Ask your shoe dealer about it. 


| crazy every year. 





”” (WILL NOT ROLL 





PARIS EXPOSITION, 1889. 


THE HIGHEST 


AWARD 


(THE GOLD MEDAL) 


was received by 


A. JAECKEL, 


FURRIER, 


lf EAST 19th STREET, 
NEW YORK. 


SS 


SS 


ISS 





SS 





A Complete Assortment of Furs and Fur Garments 
of Exclusive Styles and Superior Workmanship. 


|" Is ESTIMATED that the French Chamber 


of Deputies drives three stenographers JUST THE THING FORA HOLIDAY PRESENT 


SMALL VICE in a man often has the same 


effect as the hole in a nickel. 


Mention PUCK, 


“TURN apour is fair play,” said the man who | 


was watc hing a merry -go- ‘round. 
727 





IJ 


> GEORGE EHRET’S 


Hell Gate Brewery, 











WHEN LAID ON DESK). 


ape 






Peal oe 
: _ = i ra at 
VIEW OF BOTTOM FEED. Asti | Aa bee Se 
a gaee cman aT An 
| Staueh aa at a 


766 





PEN THAT NEVER FAILS. 904 10 934 ior. 


BETWEEN 2d AND 3d AVENUES, 
NEW YORK. 











Watches 
Be by qatar enliven. We 
Team Free. Full 
aé Dn ype pang aa pee 
say, and do exa: 7 2 we come, ddress ence 
Standard Silv » Co. E ” 354 














; SFteet Pons 


THE St. NOS. £61 cf 
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BEA UTY 
EA UT. 
Skin & Scalp 
ESTORED 
aby the 
Curicura 


Remedies. 


OTHING IS KNOWN TO SCIENCE AT all comparable 
to the CuricurA Remeniss in their. marvelous properties of 
cleansing purifying and beautifying the skin, and in curing tortur- 
ing, disfiguring, itching, scaly and pimply diseases of the skin, 
aK alp and blood, with loss of hair. 

CUTICURA, the great Skin Cure, and Curircura Soar, an ex- 
quisite Skin feautifier, prepared from it, externally, and Curt 
CURA Raesotvent, the new Blood Purifier, interns ally, cure every 
form of skin and blood disease, from pimples to scrofula, 

Sold everywhere, Price, Curitcura, soc.; Resotvent, $1; 
Soar, asc. Prepared by the Porrer Druc AND CHEMICAL Co., 
Boston, Mass 

Send for ‘* How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 





a Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin pre- "@@ 
ax” vented by Curicura Soar. “es 


Dull Aches, Pains, and Weaknesses instantly relieved 
by the Curicura AntTI-PaIn PLaster, the only pain- 
killing plaster. asc. 


AT ST, AUGUSTINE. — “ Have a cold pepper?” 


Ves, if you can give me a cold one that is not hot.’’ 


THE CLEMENTS SAFE 


Is a wrought-iron, fire - proof, 
combination lock safe ; is made 
in all sizes, and sells from $35 00 
upward, including cost of deliv- 
ery at any railroad station east of 
Rocky Mountains, Send for illus- 
trated catalogue. 


M, CLEMENTS, CINCINNATI, 0, 
Established 1859. 


WILHELMSOUELLE 


(BLUE LABEL) 


KRONTHAL 


(RED LABEL) 


Natural Mineral Waters 


From a See espe sof BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS, 
‘GERMANY, Best oe Table waters of great hygienic qualities. 
For ae by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists 
GALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, 

SOLE AGENTS. 695 














“HAMMOND” 








Awarded the 


COLD MEDAL 


PARIS EXPOSITION, (889. 


At a grand concours of typewriters in Paris, called by several 
prominent scientists of France, at the Mz ayoralty Hall, Second 
Arrondissement, the * HAMMOND” made a record of one 
hundred and seventy words per minute; but the others, ae 
present, declined to compete. 


THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER C0., 
447—440 East 52d St., New York. 
77 Nassau St., New York, 116 S. 6th St., Philadelphia. 





198 La Salle St., Chicago, 300 Washington St., Boston. 


‘Tue way of the transgressor is said to be hard; but he is gen- 
erally careful not to give himself a way. 





PaAckAGESs 

V By Ex PRESS, 

AREF ULLY PACKED, 

6CTaPeRPouno Ano Cunees 
rece St.BostonMA 







577 


THE POCKET ‘PRINTER 25° 


bets of neat ples ty Type holder, bottle of IN- 
tute ink (warranted ah to wash out) ink pad, tweesers 
directions in neat case. Will set up any Mame quickly, 
° x s. For printing cards, marking 
nen, books, eto. Make money by doing printing and cating 
terms each. oute 


ie ic. 6 $1. Angervoll Bros. 45 Fulton St. N.Y. City 774 


MORPHINE 


AND OPIUM HABITS cured in thirty to sixty days, 

at your own home. No Pain, Detention from Busi- 
nena, Sleeplessness, Nervousness or Colic. Gain of 

20 ibs. ‘n weight guaranteed. Absolutely safe. Sealed 

book with cures, and indorsements by most eminent 

European and American physicians, Treatment hypo- 

derm — or by the stomach. Special terms to Doctors 
nd br ists. re Correspondence 
violab confident 


Dr, HENRY HUBBELL, 41 Union Square, New York 





faction guaranteed, Address, 





Lace, on $3 Shoe only. 


SPECIA 





+ L. Douglas’ name and the price are stamped on the bottom of all 
Shoe. advertised by him before leaving his factory; this protects the wearers 
ee high goods. 

tamped, nor be deceived by others claimed to be as good, on which dealers 


make more profit,— but send direct to fi - , and receive by return mail what you want, State kind, button, congress 
or lace, wide or narrow toe, size and width usually worn, and — orice with order, Prompt delivery and satis- 


W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE centiemen 


Our claims for this shoe over all other $3 shoes ad- 
vertised are: 

It contains better material. 

It is more stylish, better fitting and durable. 

It gives better general satisfaction. 

It saves more money for-the consumer. 

Its great success is due to merit, 

it cun not be duplicated by any other manufac. 
turer. 

It is the best in the world, and has a larger de- 
mand than any other $3 shoe advertised. 


$5,00 


The following line of shoes will be found to be of the same high 
standard of excellence: 

$5.00 GENUINE HAND-SEWED SHOE. 

$4.00 HAND-SEWED WELT SHOE. 

$3.50 POLICE AND FARMER’S SHOE. 

$2.50 EXTRA VALUE CALF SHOE, 

2.25 WORKINGMAN’S SHOE. 
$2.00 GOOD-WEAR SHOE. 
$2.00 and $1.75 BOYS’ SCHOOL SHOES. 


W. L. DOUGLAS $3 AND $2 SHOES cscis. 


Both Ladies’ Shoes are made in sizes from | to 7, including half sizes, and B, C, D, E and EE widths. 


STYLES OF LADIES” omens. 
““The French Opera,” ‘‘The Spanish Arch Opera 
Medium Common Sense.” ‘all made in Button in 7 Latest ' Styles. Also, French Opera in Front 


W. L. DOUGLAS $3.00 Grain shoe, (laced,) for Gentlemen, with heavy tap sole 
and strictly waterproof, is just out. w. 


wlees and inferior Take none unless so 


- DOUGLAS, Brockton, Mass. 


will be paid to any person who will prove the above 
statements to be untrue 


All made in Congress, Button and Lace. 


ra *The American Common Sense,” ‘‘The 





L, DOUGLAS, Brockton, Mass. 652 








IF YOU ARE LOOKING FOR 


CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 


to give to your 


Wife, Sweetheart, Mother or Daughter, 
you are sure to find at 


H. C. F. 


KOCH & C0. 


6th AVENUE & 20th STREET, N. Y., 


the Latest Novelties in 


FURS 


Shoulder Capes, 
Muffs, Boas, Collars, 
Hats, Capes, Gloves 


IN 
Seal, Sable, Mink, 
Astrachan, 


Persian Lamb, 
ETC., 
AS WELL AS 

Ladies’ & Children’s 


Cloth Wraps, 


Newmarkets, 
Paletots, Jackets, 
Suits, etc., 


IN ENDLESS VARIETY, AT 
ONE-THIRD LESS THAN SIMI- 
LAR GOODS ARE SOLD 
ELSEWHERE. 

ALSO 


Closing out at greatly reduced prices their FALL IMPOK 
TATIONS in 


SILKS, BROCADES, VELVETS, 
DRESS GOODS, UPHOLSTERING, 
LACE CURTAINS, GLOVES, 
HANDKERCHIEFS, 


and thousands of articles too numerous to mention. 


6th Ave. & 20th St. N. Y. 











THE FIRE SWALLOWER in the dime-museum is 
not necessarily accounted a light eater. 





nolo, 
Constable K a 


FUR GARMENTS. — Russia Sable, Octer 
and Seal Shoulder Capes. Seal Sacques, 

Dolmans and Jackets. Silver Fox, Blue Lynx 

and Otter Trimmings. Fur Boas and Muffs, 


ADIES’ CLOTHS. — Ulster Cloths and Suit- 

ings, Black and Colored Matelassé, Elysians, 

Fur Beavers and Diagonals for Overcoatings. 
Fancy Cloths for Children’ s Wear. 


Broadway K 19th ot. 


New York. 








Warerooms - - - 


107, 109 & fll E. 14th St., New York. 


THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLD. 


Are Used and Preferred by All Leading Artists. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES MAILED FREE ON APPLICATION. 


Stre:rnway HALL, 
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ALL WHO DESIRE THE BEST AND MOST ECONOMICAL COOKING IN THEIR HOUSES SHOULD USE 
LIEBIC COMPANY’S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 


Be Sure and Get the Genuine with J. VON LIEBIG’S Signature, as Shown on Above Picture, Across the Label. 











COOKSLEY HALL. 
How the magic of the “‘ Liebig Co.” transforms this kitchen dream And if beef-tea should be needed, here ’s my Liebig neat and clean, 
To a wondrous laboratory, yielding dainties all the year! Sure to make a perfect extract, free from fat or gelatine. 
With the merest taste of Liebig, soup and sauce and every dish, And when all my daily labors to an end at night-time come, 
Game and poultry and made dishes, réchauffées and stews and fish I’ve a “night-cap,”’ as they call it, better far than wine or rum ; 
All take ona tasteful flavor, tempting to the appetite, For one little cup of Liebig, warm and strong, is all I take, 


Such as cooks of old would never hope to get exactly right. And I sink to happy slumber, dreaming sweetly till I wake. 
A. Liehig Tennyson. 
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